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«In the development of my individual, of diversity, I was very precocious; 
and it didn't happen to me, like Gide, to suddenly shout 'I am different from 
the others' with unexpected anguish; I have always known it" Pasolini wrote 
in his youthful "red notebooks". And this feeling of diversity that dominates 
all of his work - awareness of his own homosexuality, of course, but also a 
broader sense of disorientation and out-of-dateness - will immediately find 
a name: that of poetry. It was en poete that he always carried out his 
multiple and even dispersive activities as a writer, director, critic or 
polemicist: just think of his exemplary theorization of the "cinema of 
poetry". Narcissus, fiery nightingale, heretic, martyr, barbarian, nameless 
animal or style beast - depending on the sublime or infamous masks 
assumed on the different scenes of life - he always remained faithful, with 
heroic obstinacy, to the role of poet, understood in a a sense that could be 
called "romantic" and even "sacral": that of a solitary witness to another 
dimension, to truths that cannot appear to men except as scandal and 
blasphemy. 
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SELECTED POEMS 


Introduction 


I am a force of the Past. Only in tradition is my love. 
Pier Paolo Pasolini 


«In the development of my individual, of diversity, I was very precocious; 
and it didn't happen to me, like Gide, to suddenly shout 'I am different from 
the others' with unexpected anguish; I have always known it" Pasolini wrote 
in his youthful "red notebooks". And this feeling of diversity that dominates 
all of his work - awareness of his own homosexuality, of course, but also a 
broader sense of disorientation and out-of-dateness - will immediately find 
a name: that of poetry. It was en poete that he always carried out his 
multiple and even dispersive activities as a writer, director, critic or 
polemicist: just think of his exemplary theorization of the "cinema of 
poetry". Narcissus, fiery nightingale, heretic, martyr, barbarian, nameless 
animal or style beast - depending on the sublime or infamous masks 
assumed on the different scenes of life - he always remained faithful, with 
heroic obstinacy, to the role of poet, understood in a a sense that could be 
called "romantic" and even "sacral": that of a solitary witness to another 
dimension, to truths that cannot appear to men except as scandal and 
blasphemy. This role was essentially understood by him as _ the 
representation of two ideals, the humanistic one and the popular one: on the 
one hand the literary tradition, culture, style; on the other, the prehistoric 
and almost animalistic world of the humble, the unstoppable undercurrent 
of life, corporeity. The Catholic tradition, in its non-institutional aspects, 
could constitute - starting from the youthful conception of the dialect as 
sermo humilis which reconnects with the Romance and Christian origins - a 
trait d'union between these two complementary instances, as a cultural 
heritage deeply rooted in the people : hence the spontaneously religious, 
almost jacoponic tone that Pasolini's poetry and, more generally, Pasolini's 
work has often assumed. 


But this "poetic self", which is immediately constituted in the narcissistic 
myth of Casarsa's poems, does not remain romantically extraneous and 
superior to the reality that surrounds it: aware from the beginning of the 
contradictions that tear it apart, it confronts itself in an increasingly 
dramatic and unsuccessful manner with the world, history, society - up to 
the lucid and desperate recording, in the latest poetic collections, of his own 
absolute uselessness. As Zanzotto wrote, «for Pasolini there existed the 
simultaneous search for the restoration of a complete meaning to the figure 
of the poet and the ever renewed observation of his irrelevance, non- 
existence, phocomelia». This led him to a progressive renunciation, almost 
to a bitter ridicule, of the poetic myth created in the 1940s and 1950s, to the 
abjuration of the ideals that had nourished it and to an increasingly strong 
compromise - linguistic, stylistic, thematic - with the world degraded from 
which the fireflies had disappeared. Yet Pasolini's "poetic self" resists - as a 
pure force of negation - even in the most instrumental and prosaic forms of 
the "articles in verse", in the most mimetic adhesion to the corrupt word of 
the present: "In the depths of me it remains, solid as quartz , a sense of 
veneration for poetry", he declared to Ferdinando Camon in 1965. Indeed, it 
is again in the name of poetry - a poetry like vox clamantis in desert - that 
he will speak, albeit without hope, in the corsair writings of recent years. 

This clarifies the reasons - and almost the necessity - of that diary model 
that characterizes all of Pasolini's poetic collections and is outlined right 
from some of his first titles, Diarii (1945), and Dal diario (1945-47). If in a 
letter to Contini in 1946 he wrote: «It is brutal to say it but I only delude 
myself in those feelings that tell me that I am alive, direct and corporeal 
feelings, abandonments that lead me to the accuracy of the diary», twenty 
years later - in the aforementioned interview with Camon - he will declare 
about Poetry in the form of a rose: «The book has the internal, even if not 
external, form of a diary, and tells point by point the progress of my thought 
and my mood in this years [...]. It is the diary form that ensures that the 
contradictions are made extreme, never reconciled, never smoothed out, 
except at the end of the book." In some way, everything is already said in a 
pregnant lyric by the Nightingale of the Catholic Church, The Crucifixion: 
«We must expose ourselves (does this teach / the poor nailed Christ?) [...] // 
We will be offered on the cross, / to the pillory, between the pupils / clear 
with ferocious joy / [...] / to bear witness to the scandal". Then, starting 


above all from the Religion of my time, it will only be a matter of 
exhibiting this scandalous nailed Christ - the "poetic body" - on all the daily 
newspapers of history and news, of recording his gaze, his reflections day 
by day , the dialogues — of hate or love — with those who observe him from 
the foot of the cross, his cries of pain or hope or desperation. Even when, 
with the devastating outbreak of the New Prehistory, the Crucifix realizes 
that he has become a "roasted and ridiculous martyr"; even when the poet-I 
feels "at the end of his life" and he knows and wants "the uselessness of 
every word". Ruthless mise a nu of its own diversity, overflowing with 
narcissistic passion but at the same time devoid of any shame in the 
exhibition of its most contradictory and even degraded aspects, Pasolini's 
poetry can arouse - and has aroused - a sense of unease in many readers and 
of embarrassment which in reality is programmatically sought, is part of the 
poet's strategy even when to secure a last and precarious role he bitterly 
takes refuge in non-poetry. For him it was not a question of putting the 
poetic word, ultimately considered as a useless tool, at the service of his 
own ideological positions, but on the contrary of saving - in the public and 
private affairs of every day - the pure possibility of poetry, which it arises — 
if it arises — from things themselves, in a dark and unpredictable way. 


That "prologue in Arcadia" which represents the first poems written by 
Pasolini in the Friulian dialect - the Poesie a Casarsa (1942), later largely 
merged into the larger anthology of Meglio youth (1954) - constitutes an 
obligatory access route to all his poetic (and not only poetic) work: in them 
some fundamental myths take shape - the mother, the archaic world of the 
fields, youth, the pure language prior to every instrumental language - 
around which they will continue to revolve, perhaps negatively, even his 
subsequent books. Place of origin of the mother and residence of the family 
during the summer holidays, Casarsa from this moment becomes the place 
of the Origins, the lost paradise of childhood or even of prenatal existence, 
immersed in a perfect and ideal harmony. Also linked to the figure of the 
mother is the choice of a literarily virgin dialect such as Casarsese, not used 
for realistic or folkloristic uses but for Pasolini the incarnation of a sort of 
Edenic pre-language, of a word capable of expressing the inexpressible and 
tending towards pure sound: something analogous to the unpublished or 
dead languages to which the European symbolist poets and Pascoli aspired. 


He must have first of all heard the Friulian dialect - «incorporated by its 
archaism into natural data, almost as if it were one thing with the smell of 
the smoke from the hearths, of the damp banks around the canals, of the 
rhonchi burned by the sun» - like the more adequate means to evoke his 
land and almost to adhere to it. But the extraordinary consonances that the 
young student of Romance philology felt between his own dialect - with its 
plurals in themselves, its palatal ones, its truncated and sharp words - and 
the Provengal language soon led him to evoke the great poetic season of 
neo-Latin origins; a call motivated, perhaps a posteriori, also by the need to 
go back to the roots of that literary tradition - Italian and French, in this 
case - whose linguistic tools now seemed to him to have reached an extreme 
degree of consumption. In any case, the linguistic historicization of this 
regression towards the Origin implied - according to the writer himself - a 
double cultural reference, such as to somehow temper its more naive or 
visceral aspects: on the one hand, troubadour poetry (and medieval in 
genre), on the other the "new religion" that "dawned over Europe together 
with the novel". The transparent metrical and thematic imitation of the 
troubadours - sealed by the exergo quotation of some verses by Peire Vidal 
and by the dedication with "amor de loinh" of Meglio youth to Gianfranco 
Contini - only radicalizes the numerous hermetic and symbolist echoes 
perceptible in these poems (echoes also mediated by contemporary 
translation tests into Friulian of lyric writers such as Ungaretti, Eliot or 
Rimbaud), marking the overcoming of "pure poetry" in the direction of a 
"rustic and Christian purity". 

But this rural world, in which the cycle of works and days marked by an 
immemorial liturgy is perpetually repeated, is regretted as a horizon that has 
always been lost, according to the poetic-psychological formula of 
"nostalgia for the present time": image of a mythical original happiness - of 
a perfect union with the mother - is a Provence painfully contemplated as a 
distant world, like the London land of Jaufre Rudel. The donzel, the young 
man who flourished in the bliss of the fields between the song of the 
crickets and the sound of the bells, in fact begins to observe himself having 
become something else, a memory, an image: the figure of Narcissus is 
born, emblem of the subject who recognizes himself to immediately 
perceive the own irremediable distance from Eden. The mirror then reveals 
on his face the paleness of a dead child and in a funereal immobility the 


entire rural world of Friuli seems to suspend: jo 1 soj muart al ciant da li 
ciampanis, «I died to the singing of the bells»... 

In the more or less contemporary lyrics of the Nightingale of the 
Catholic Church (1958, but the writing dates back to the years 1943-49), the 
suggestion of Christianity - with its thousand-year-old figures and rites - 
tends to replace that of the novel myth: the Church it is no longer just the 
ideal center of humble peasant life, but becomes a symbolic code through 
which Pasolini begins to define and express the arising internal conflicts 
and against which he measures his own "heresy". This thematic alternation 
also corresponds to a change in the linguistic register: the abandonment of 
the local dialect in favor of the Italian language almost marks a distancing 
from the Friulian Eden, a perspective detachment resulting from the 
dissolution of that dream of a magical adhesion of the name to the thing that 
had determined the dialect choice. Removed from the fascination of the 
narcissistic mirror, the poetic word becomes opaque, becoming ratio, a 
knife that penetrates and cuts: starting from the Nightingale, Pasolini's 
poetry thus opens up to a formal and thematic experimentation that will 
become increasingly accentuated in subsequent collections. The great theme 
of these verses - «born from that profound Friulian elegy / of self-harmer, 
exhibitionist and masturbator, / among the mulberry trees and vineyards 
seen with the purest eye in the world», as Pasolini himself wrote in his 
autobiography in verses of the Poet of the Ashes - is the reflection on the 
end of childhood and the traumatic entry "into the museum of adults", the 
unresolved conflict between innocence and sensuality, flesh and sky, "hated 
purity" and "dreamed-of sins". In the mirror of Narcissus, which has 
become a "lake of blood", a new image is formed: that of the suffering 
Christ who exhibits the mortal wounds of his "young girl's body". It is a 
new figure of the subject who, once the infantile dream of osmosis with the 
mother earth has vanished, perceives himself as wounded flesh, a lump of 
pain and, finally, a cadaverous stench «in a cemetery / of fresh flowerbeds». 
From this dying Christ rises the voice of the Nightingale of the Catholic 
Church who "makes the sky sing", of the poet who, with a stain of blood on 
his chest but the intact freshness of his gaze, becomes a martyr-witness of a 
lost totality. 

The last poems of the Nightingale now announce the themes of the 
subsequent poetic book, Le ceneri di Gramsci (1957): this is the case, in 


particular, of the final poem, The Discovery of Marx, in which the strophic 
scheme of Pascoli's triplet has already been adopted (and Dante) which will 
clearly prevail - albeit with great freedom in the measure of the verse and in 
the use of rhyme - in the new collection. In the Poet of Ashes Pasolini 
lyrically describes his adherence to Marxism as the effect of an unexpected 
discovery: the boys who in '43 "were taking their innocent bath" while he 
wrote his poems on the flowery banks of the ponds were his children, just a 
little grown up, laborers fighting against the bosses in '45. The decision was 
obvious: «I was on the side of the laborers, and I read Marx». On the 
imaginary level, the proletariat thus inherits the mythical status enjoyed by 
the youth of the uncorrupted Friulian world. But the most shocking 
discovery was that of the Roman underclass, which Pasolini made with his 
move to the capital and around which the two novels of the 1950s also 
revolve, Ragazzi di vita and A violent life. It was the revelation of a 
degraded and vital humanity, innocent and violent, stuck almost by magic 
"in original times" and whose existence took place almost outside of 
history, in a sort of dark and barbaric prehistory: "not life, but survival / — 
perhaps happier than life — like / of a population of animals, in whose 
arcane / orgasm there is no other passion / than for daily work». This 
popular world then becomes the object of a new and passionate feeling of 
love: as if the "humble and dirty, confused and immense" reality of the 
Roman suburbs now bursts into the circle of the mirror from which the face 
of Narcissus had now disappeared. 

Hence the hallucinatory character that the representation of reality tends 
to take on in Gramsci's Ashes: the external world - from the landscapes of 
the Apennines to the "stupendous and miserable city" of Pianto della Digger 
or the poor peasants of Terra di Lavoro - flows like a uninterrupted flow of 
dreamlike and almost fantastic images, where the boys are light "rags" 
playing in the spring breeze and the "dead screeching" of the old digger 
becomes an almost human scream, "crazy with pain". Dante's pilgrim of the 
Ashes is actually a absorbed and immobile eye like that of the statue of 
Ilaria del Carretto which sees the visions of a perennial Italy pass by «in his 
sleep», under his «closed eyelids». The disjunction-opposition between 
"passion" and "ideology", theorized by Pasolini in the contemporary book 
of essays, is found here in the bipolarity that is established between the 
revolutionary project and the instinctive impulse towards the world of the 


marginalized, between historical consciousness and "naive sensual love », 
between «heart» and «guts». But this contradiction is resolved, at least 
temporarily, in a visionary form: with the epiphany of symbolic figures who 
combine political militancy and the purity of martyrdom. The most 
important of these figures is naturally that of Antonio Gramsci, whose ashes 
are what remains to testify to his pedagogical work and his sacrifice. But 
behind it a more painful and profound ghost emerges: that of his brother 
Guido, whom the poet chooses almost as a guide on his journey through the 
teeming infernal circles of Rome. Suddenly appearing at his side in the 
middle of a fascist rally, dragging his "miserable / body" as a martyr of the 
resistance and looking at the poet with a sad "brotherly look", he 
nevertheless bears in his smile "the light with which he saw, / dark partisan , 
not twenty years old / yet, as was to be decided // with true dignity, with 
fury unscathed / of hatred, our new story". 

The first section of the Religion of My Time (1961) is placed on a line of 
apparent thematic continuity with the Ashes: a continuity also suggested by 
the resumption of the narrative module of the poem, although in the 
inaugural text, Wealth, the tercets become less regular and are camouflaged 
by the suppression of spacing. The Apennine landscapes reappear (the city 
of Arezzo with the frescoes by Piero della Francesca, whose description 
once again exhibits the figurative longism of Picasso) and the paintings of 
the Roman suburbs reappear - sometimes with memorable results, which 
seem to prefigure Pasolini's first films - with its hovels, its skyscrapers, its 
squalid and sublime people, its rubbish. But the psychological situation has 
radically changed; as Pasolini wrote in «Vie Nuovi» responding to a letter 
from Carlo Salinari, «The religion of my time expresses the crisis of the 
sixties... The neo-capitalist siren on the one hand, revolutionary desistance 
on the other: and the void, the terrible existential void that follows." In 
Wealth the evocation of the first Roman years, fueled by luminous hopes, 
ends on a bitter note of disillusionment and defeat ("the painful amazement 
/ of knowing that all that light, / for which we lived, was only a dream / 
unjustified »). Thus an irremediable fracture opens between the ego - which 
begins to interpret, albeit with some oratorical and pathetic forcing, that role 
of prophet and scourge of the present time which it would also maintain in 
subsequent works - and the consumerist and conformist world which 
Pasolini saw a new and threatening "prehistory" looming on the horizon. In 


the eponymous poem the conflict is situated, exemplary, on religious 
terrain: the betrayal of the Church - described as the institution par 
excellence, "ruthless heart of the State", and accused of foul complicity 
with the economic and political power that was beginning to destroy beauty 
of Rome - are contrasted with the Christian dreams of youth, the 
"sacrilegious but religious love" of the sweet-burning Nightingale, that 
religion which was a "perfume" and a "light" impalpably spread over the 
"peasant mystery". That theme of tradition 1s already emerging ("a tradition 
that is killed / every day by those who want to defend it") which will 
become increasingly decisive in Pasolini's poetry and anthropological 
reflection; but the new historical reality can only provoke a self-destructive 
reaction of rejection and disaffection: «I refuse / to live anymore. There is 
nothing left / beyond nature - in which, after all, only the charm of death is 
effused - nothing / of this human world that I love". 

The polemical outburst of the epigrams gathered in the Humiliated and 
Offended section constitutes an extreme and angry attempt to oppose the 
ongoing degradation; but the only possibility of salvation is now sought by 
Pasolini in his personal past and in the figures who represent him, his 
mother and brother Guido. The latter increasingly appears as an ideal 
projection of the poet, whom his glorious death rescued from the post-war 
disappointments and handed over to the loving care of his mother in the 
«poor meadow full / of gray stones, where the fresh seed / of existence 
gives herbs every year and flowers" and in which the other son also hopes 
to calm the anxieties of "a life that had no goal". This regressive dream - 
which is also a death drive, almost a sensual cupio dissolvi - runs through 
the entire short but very intense final section of the book, Uncivil Poems, in 
which the interior retreat corresponds to the adoption of a free form of song 
that dully echoes the youthful lyrical models. It is all summed up in the 
symbol of the rose, which was already associated with the figure of the 
mother in a Friulian lyric, Suspir di me mari ta na rosa. The red flower 
hanging from a twig — «timid remnant of a shattered paradise» — becomes 
the emblem of an entire existence, all the more exciting the more fragile 
and naked it is: «I only know / that in this rose I remain breathing, / in a 
single miserable instant, / the smell of my life: the smell of my mother..." 
The ancient conflict between innocence and sin reappears, projected into 
the new urban scenario of skyscrapers and construction sites: "I was closed 


in my life as in the / maternal womb, in this ardent / smell of a humble wet 
rose"; but the escape from the petals of this rose has now landed in a 
hopeless desert, which has nourished in the poet's heart "the demon / of 
anger", an "arid fury" that will no longer give him peace. 

Much more varied in content and form is the subsequent Poetry in the 
form of a rose (1964), where the vital and maternal symbol is reversed - 
passing through a parodic reference to the "white rose" of Dante's Paradise - 
into "a carnal rose of pain », list of all defeats and existential failures. A 
disorganized accumulation «of Themes, Trains and Prophecies, of Diaries, 
and Interviews and Reportages and Projects in verse», as Pasolini himself 
notes in the editorial note, the book also experiments with a large number of 
metric and formal solutions: if in most of the compositions the usual 
patterns of narrative tercets, of the song and of the diary in verse are torn 
apart until they remain little more than visual elements, in others the 
traditional boundaries of poetry themselves begin to dissolve with the 
frequent insertion of prose passages and _ screenplay procedures 
cinematographic and even carmina figurata (The book of crosses and the 
New poetry in the form of a rose). These innovations tend towards that 
overcoming of poetry and literature which seem to indicate Pasolini's new 
aesthetic positions and which corresponds, moreover, precisely in these 
years, to the beginning of his activity as a director (his first film, Accattone, 
is from 1961). 

Ideologically, Poetry in the form of a rose moves entirely between the 
two opposite poles that had already been defined in the Religion of my time 
and which are now taken for granted. On the one hand there is the horror of 
the neo-capitalist world and of mass civilization, of that New Prehistory in 
which the writer himself indicated "the haunting motif of the whole book". 
It is contrasted by a subject who brandishes his own irremediable diversity 
like a weapon ("Nothing is more terrible / than diversity"), oscillating 
between a desperate "love for life" (sought in the bodies to be possessed 
without number, because - he says Pasolini in the short poem Reality — 
«everyone has his own new, his own ancient beauty, which belongs to 
everyone» and «it is the world / that I love in him») and a reference to the 
past and to tradition which takes on increasingly openly prophetic-religious 
to be fully incarnated in the «Christ meek in the heart, but 'never' in the 
mind» of the Gospel according to Matthew (made in 1964): a figure, in the 


words of Pasolini himself, who «should have, in the end, the very violence 
of a resistance: something that radically contradicts life as it is taking shape 
for modern man, its gray orgy of cynicism, irony, practical brutality, 
compromise, conformism, glorification of one's own identity in the 
connotations of the mass, hatred for every diversity, theological rancor 
without religion." But at the same time there is a definitive observation of 
what he calls the "lack of demand for poetry", that is, of its total 
insignificance in the present: therefore the poetizing ego represents itself 
with the most repugnant images ("monster", "beast », «animal / without a 
name»), becomes the object of caricature (planning a poem that is «only a 
noble swill / of mixed inspirations»), describes himself obsessively as «a 
corpse in his grave» (The Reality), «an unknown corpse», «a corpse at the 
bottom of the earth» (The beautiful flags). The Friulian world has also 
almost disappeared: the exceptional appearances of the mother and brother - 
respectively in Supplication to my mother and in the final part of Vittoria - 
have an anguished, almost nightmarish character. In the grip between an 
equally degraded ego and reality, only one possible alternative for salvation 
seems to emerge (moreover already glimpsed in the Religion of my time: 
«Africa! My only / alternative..."): that of a Third World (Africa and the 
Middle East) seen as a new avatar of the humble and innocent vitality of 
peasant Friuli and sub-proletarian Rome. But it is only a short-lived mirage: 
Pasolini had no choice but to begin his "discourse on reality", to describe 
with his language the alienated and commodified world, the whose 
inauthenticity had now crept into the most intimate fibers of the ego, 
transforming poetry itself into a commodity and mystification. 

These conclusions could only lead to a strong devaluation of the spoken- 
written language compared to the audiovisual language of cinema, to which 
Pasolini would in fact dedicate himself intensely in the years following 
Poetry in the form of a rose. The aesthetic presuppositions of this turning 
point are summarized in the essay The non-verbal as other verbality (1971), 
collected in Heretic Empiricism. Starting from the definition of «Reality as 
Language», Pasolini states that both writing and cinema are nothing other 
than «translations» of the Language of Reality; but, while written or spoken 
languages are translations by evocation (and involve an imagined recreation 
of reality through the verbal sign), audiovisual languages are translations by 
reproduction. The privilege of cinematographic language therefore derives 


from the idea «that reality is, ultimately, nothing other than cinema in 
nature». The return to poetry with the release, after a silence of seven years, 
of Trasumanar e organizer (1971, but the composition dates back to the 
years 1968-70) — the last collection published by Pasolini if we exclude the 
mechanical «negative» remake of the Better Youth, published in 1975 with 
the title The New Youth — could not fail to take these theoretical 
acquisitions into account. The starting point - the first of the "principles" 
that guided the author according to Pasolini himself - is therefore that of the 
absolute "uselessness of poetry": a theme that runs through the entire book 
and determines a strong accentuation of that self-deprecating and almost 
humorous attitude that had already emerged in some points of Poetry in the 
form of a rose. The poet now portrays himself as a "jester", a "parasite", a 
"gasping Gracchus": his speech tends towards "falsetto", "babbling", 
"echolalia". The aim of «expressing, at the lowest level, the whole» 
corresponds to a reduction to the zero degree of the metric, now flattened to 
a simple «going to the end», by pure will or pure fantasy of poetry: almost 
completely devoid of formal grids , Pasolini's writing flows freely 
following the rhythms of thought; as Enzo Golino wrote, it is thrown «onto 
the page with an attitude that recalls Jackson Pollock's pictorial gesture: an 
action painting transformed into action writing». 

In his self-review published in the «Giorno» of 3 June 1971, Pasolini 
distinguished three books within Trasumanar e organizer: a «private diary», 
which records feelings and reflections day after day (in particular on 
making poetry); a «songbook for a woman», Maria Callas; finally "an 
entirely political book" focused on two themes: the PCI and the 
"revolutionary" generation of 1968. The collection thus conforms, without a 
pre-established order, to the succession of personal events and the news: 
many compositions, moreover, have their journalistic parallel in the articles 
that Pasolini wrote in those years in the Il chaos column of the weekly 
«Tempo». But the real novelty of Trasumanar lies in the new lyrical 
experiment that Pasolini outlines in the second book, with the short 
songbook for Callas and some lyrical-religious or autobiographical poems 
(to which those for Ninetto should ideally be compared), elaborating 
starting from the «highest degree low" achieved in the first book - that is, 
from the deconstruction of the traditional poetic "sublime" - a mystically 
objective writing, which seems to record almost involuntarily the poetry of 


things and human beings. Pasolini had moreover theorized this orientation 
in the essay What is neo-Zhdanovism and what is not (1968), also collected 
in Heretic Empiricism: «What matters is the transcribed example of one's 
life. A life lived as a protest, as a slow suicide, as a strike or martyrdom", he 
writes; and in antithesis to avant-garde products, «which say nothing about 
the existence of their producer», he declares to welcome «as a positive 
symptom the reappearance of a neo-existential poetry, which instead says a 
lot about the existence of its authors: necessarily different , and therefore 
‘scandal for the integrated, foolishness for the dissenters'. Thus, some of 
the key themes of all of Pasolini's work return - but almost mutedly, on the 
edge of silence -: protest, martyrdom, diversity; to develop them, in the few 
intense years of life that remained to him, it would no longer be poetry but 
the pirate and Lutheran prose of his last journalistic writings. 


Francesco Zambon, 1997 


SELECTED POEMS 


The Nightingale of the Catholic Church 


Commentary on the texts 


The lyrics gathered in Usignolo della Chiesa Cattolica were composed 
between 1943 and 1949, but the book was only published in 1958 by 
Longanesi. They are therefore more or less contemporary with the Friulian 
poems of the Better Youth, of which they take up or develop some themes: 
there is also a double Italian and Friulian version of some texts. 

In the compositions reported here we can follow the stages of an 
introspective journey that will lead Pasolini to the awareness - tinged with a 
painful sense of guilt - of his own irremediable detachment from the 
infantile innocence represented by the bond with the mother. 

The passion, written in Casarsa in the early days of its roots in the 
"peasant mystery", reinterprets the sacred theme of the Passion of Christ in 
terms of the humble and earthly religiosity of the rural world, established 
however in a very concrete Church: that of Casarsa, frequented with great 
fervor during the war period for the need for comfort and protection. 
Pasolini is mixed with the faithful of the back rows, young and very young 
farmers. The religious feeling, the "nostalgia" for the Church merges with 
the erotic "nostalgia" aroused by the presence of these young people, and 
such is the complex feeling of desire and frustration that he thinks of 
himself as the figure of the Christian martyr. Here, the martyrdom is that of 
an unnameable sexuality that cannot undermine the severe innocence of 
those young people. Reversing the vision, these young people are the 
torturers of the poor nightingale. The poet becomes an ambiguous and 
ephebic Christ surrounded by the soldiers who crucify him, identified 
through a new series of fantastic shifts with the young peasants of Casarsa 
who live "of cheerful games and innocence". 

In Litany the Madonna 1s a transparent projection of the maternal figure, 
against the backdrop of the rainy Casarsese landscape. It is reconstructed 
according to the poet's intimate desires: a virgin mother, at whose feet the 


"youth" struggles with his imposed chastity, a virginity spoiled by the urge 
of dreams to violate it. 

In the following four poems - all belonging to the second section of the 
book, The Crying of the Rose (1946) - the progressive awareness of the 
conflict existing between an obsessive erotic desire and the moral law 
imposed by the Catholic religion is described. The crime represents a first 
attempt to escape from the prison of morality; but it is an impulse full of 
contradictions, also highlighted by the rhetorical figure of the oxymoron 
("innocent cynic"). The Narcissus and the rose marks the overcoming of 
that narcissistic attitude which constitutes the starting point of both this 
collection and the Poems in Casarsa: the mirror is left free so that the other 
is reflected in it, the rose symbol of mystical carnal passion. The 
psychological background is that for the first time in this period Pasolini 
has a reciprocated sentimental and erotic relationship with a boy from 
Versuta, Tonuti. With Carne e cielo we are at the center of the loving 
passion for the other: Tonuti and other boys from Versuta, of whom Pasolini 
was a private teacher. The young people are not only contemplated lovingly, 
but deeply investigated until the discovery of certain of their unconscious 
impulses towards the teacher, who feels gratified by them. In the Impure 
Angel the poet has finally reached an excellent confidence in himself 
which, however, does not resolve his contradictions, but rather aggravates 
them. In all these compositions Pasolini uses stanzas of short verses that 
bring to mind Manzoni's sacred hymns. 

In the last sections of the book, new themes are sketched out and some 
metrical forms are experimented with (such as the third rhyme) which 
announce the subsequent poetic collections. In Language, a contrast is 
developed between the emotional world of the ego and the conventional and 
conservative institution of language. The same theme is taken up again, in a 
psychological key, in Desert: in the Museum, where the poet enters bringing 
the contamination of sex, there is no forgiveness. Especially if you dare to 
find a "heavy blue whirlpool" in the "latrine" of existence. Memories 
instead elaborates the myths of altruism and courage, cultivated during 
childhood under the influence of the mother, who always remained intact in 
her innocence while the son, due to her irregular love affairs, had to 
compromise himself with the world. 


Passion 


Christ in the body 
hears breathing 
smell of death. 

Oh how disgusting 
feel like crying! 
Mary, Mary, 
immortal dawns, 
how much pain... 

I was a child 

and today I die. 


II 


Christ, your body 

of a young girl 

he is crucified 

by two foreigners. 
They are two alive 
guys and redheads 
they have their backs, 
the celestial eye. 

The nails hit 

and the cloth trembles 
above your belly... 
Oh how disgusting 
with warm blood 
dirty your bodies 
color dell’alba! 


You were children, 
and to kill me 

ah how many days 
of cheerful games 
e d’innocenze. 


Ill 


Christ to peace 

of your torment 

naked dew 

it was your blood. 
Serene poet, 

wounded brother, 

You saw us 

with our bodies 
splendid in nests 

of eternity! 

Then we died. 

And what good would they have? 
shone his fists 

and the black nails, 

if your forgiveness 

he wasn't looking at us 
from an eternal day 

of compassion? 


IV 


wounded Christ, 
blood of violets, 
pity the eyes 
clear Christians! 
Blooming flower, 


on the distant mountain 
how can we 

cry for you, oh Christ? 
The sky is a lake 

that bellows around 

to silent Calvary. 

O Crucifix, 

leave us still 

to contemplate. 


V 


Christ, to your poor 
missing children 

into infinity 

sky of living, 

here, dying 

You leave this 
finished Image. 
Sweet boy, 

light body, 

curls of light... 

It's San Giovanni. 
Lost in clouds 

of indifference 

He calls us in Himself 
and the Sé ci informs 
this body of yours. 


VI 
Christ falls 


inside His body. 
Da be remote 


in which burning ones 
campaigns has look 
your pupil? 

Here he is very blind, 
stuck on the bones: 

a little bird 

bloody 

its a proda. 

Behind, the light 

the sky rots. 

For the valleys 

and for the peaks 

no voice sounds: 

last and sweet 

I rustle the snake 

who hides away. 

Oh God, what shadows 
inside the light 

some lightning! 
Samaria 

drowns in the dark, 
death thunders 

if a cemetery 

of fresh flowerbeds! 
Dust and leaves 
echoes of voices 
spilled in the wind 

in the gloomy darkness. 
Ah we are men 

we forget. 

Behind Christ 

on the dead mountains 
the sky flees, 

it is a blind river. 


Litany 


THE DOORS OF HEAVEN 


The portal s'apre 
when the rain 
late at night 
Then a ray 


breaks from the clouds. 
You naked, O Virgin, 
mirrors in the damp 
the blue face. 


MIRROR OF JUSTICE 


Mirror of the sky! 
In te le nubi 

the walls, the trees 
they fall motionless. 


I spy upside down... 
What a fearful peace! 
There isn't a sigh 

in the sky, a breath. 


MOTHER PURE 
My poor eyes 


of a young man 
bend over a body 


color of dawn! 


The holy gesture 
of my sin 

falls into a vespers 
of chastity. 


A most chaste mother 


Ah cruelty 

don't pass me by 

with the eyes the body! 
Yes, it is naked 


warm and innocent... 
Under that raw 

love of the eyes 

I feel like I'm dying. 


THE MOTHER INVITED 


From your apron 
blinds the son 

a candid fire 

of dawns and lilies. 


Mother! that light 
it is So pure 

than your thigh 

it looks like snow. 


THE IVORY TOWER 


art in avorio, 

lily nests, 

he did not violate you 
father's hand. 


Shiny hips 

of black clouds 

it doesn't make you dark 
our rain. 


MORNING STAR 


In the harsh silence 
rustic birds 

they sting the air 
and the chaste heart. 


What a calm death! 
Let's wake up, 

that our heart 

he wants to sin. 


QUEEN OF PEACE 


Or Non-existent 
how many prayers 
torn to the heart 
to fall back 


on our hearts! 
Feverish and vain 
sound of the angelus 
on the human day. 


The offence 


Now you understand me, 
and, not inconsistently, 
my innocent cynic, 

taste the forbidden fruit. 


You are a crude child 
which, again, 1s surprising 
betraying the family 

in his naive pastimes! 


No, don't give up 

to know you forever 

in the secluded darkness 
where you have no restraints. 


(To one of your dreams 

think... of Bologna, of Idria... 
the dream in which your mother 
put on your trousers... 


Think early 

I'm sorry for you, boy 
fixed in the crazy blue 
of Asian oceans. 


But today, or am I wrong? 
seeing suddenly 

a body, a warm face 

you were dying to blind anxiety.) 


It's useless: you don't see 


the dull compromise? 
So be the obsessed one 
who does not seek remedies. 


The crime is in your heart 
and only it is valid, 
laugh at the natural 
millennial modesty. 


The Narcissus and the rose 


Not Narcissus, the mirror 
shines in the dark green 
meadow of my dead 
wolf childhood... 


Good evening, Demon, 

Do you listen to me smiling? 
But don't open your mouth, 

I get it, I give up. 


I was talking about the mirror 
that nothing is but light 

pure, reflected — nest 

of poetic echoes. 


No, Narcissus has nothing to do with it, 
we looked enough; 

and, for once, 

I can face you fearlessly. 


Dream or indifference 

or memory, I don't know, 
the silvery mirror shines 

in the black meadow alone. 


Its ray subjugates me 
vesper rummaging 
motionless in sadness 
shadow of the landscape. 


Come, dear Demon, 


and let's contemplate together 
the absence of Narcissus 
in the silver of the dream. 


Rice does not rage 

in your hateful mouth? 
Well, friend, take it 

a rose in the garden. 


Morality or poetry 

oh beauty, I don't know, 
I hold out this rose 

to reflect alone. 


Flesh and sky 


O maternal love, 
heartbreaking, for the golds 
of pervaded bodies 

from the secret of the wombs. 


And dear attitudes 
unconscious of the scent 
immodest laughing 

in innocent limbs. 


Heavy flashes 

of hair... cruel 
negligence of glances... 
unfaithful attentions... 


Unnerved by crying 

very sweetly I return home 
with burning flesh 

of beautiful smiles. 


And I go crazy at heart 

of the weeknight 

after a thousand other nights 
of this impure ardor. 


The impure angel 


So here I am in full 
excellent confidence 
with my presence, 
angelo impure ch'amo. 


How sterile horror 

it's urgent if I touch the body 
that I loved as a boy 

because certainly of love. 


But I don't know how to be horrified, 
I don't know how to abandon myself... 
To the God who does not give life 
I ask not to die. 


Lingua 


Perverted boy with gems 

of Europe clear in my sex, 

dead of shyness I entered 

in the museum supervised by Adults. 
I loved the most naked statue of love: 
where I was flesh it was ivory. 

How to make her wear naughty ones 
trousers that wrapped the naive 

my side? And still I am exhausted, 
eternal child, to embrace 

with a glance the marble that dazzles me. 


I gave my faithful and shapeless ardors 
to that pre-existing, ignited Form 

of my love, and cruelly unharmed. 

I loved it too much! She was childish, 
without irony, my sweet hope: 

not granted even the slightest holiday 

to my dreams, nor the slightest smile: 
but they were the Origins. And my kisses 
unrequited they were capable 

to distract me from certain death. 

And the way of death was opened to me. 


You, horrible statue, are death 

in my past, I don't want it anymore 
wanting you, I want my naked silence, 
the silence of the child that a Europe 
without statues it lit up with the dawn, 
of the boy who flies in dialect 

on her virgin worldless heart. 


I deny everything I confessed 

to move you, I deny my sin 

and my remorse: I too will be ivory, 
ivory of a child unknown to God. 


Let me retrace my journey: 

Without you, how sweet the landscape is 
Po Valley, without shadows of mirages! 
Livenza unleashes its squads 

green, the Idria reflects odorless 
violets, the sky without blue looks 

the Casarsi canals without childhood. 
And knives jingle in lunches 

of New Year's Eve in happy clarity. 
The beetle moans without echoes 
according to the hidden little boy. 


Without your alabaster threat 

I will relive the impulses for my mother, 

the subjections for my womb, thief 

of tenderness and gentle shame... 

I will experience shadowless wonders again 
for the clock, the mouse, the slingshot, 

the companions, the church, the little square. 
I will be the Narcissus flower that reflects itself 
lover without love, with an ear 

distracted by the voices that love 

without words invent for the flower. 


But you, o hendecasyllable of ivory, 

or viola madrigal, or statue 

of poetics, between enamels and water 
of Arcadia, eternally adult, 

you only love joy... and purity. 

You don't want sins, or tears, of children! 
And so? Can the angel pray 


in the Parthenon? or the martyr return 

lily? Ultimately, love is aridity. 

But yes, I will be guilty of having loved you, 
or Authority, I, the Unique, the Signed. 


No, I have no mother, I have no sex, 

I killed the father with silence, 

I love my madness of water and absinthe, 
I love my yellow boy face, 

the innocence I pretend and the hysteria 
that I hide in heresy or schism 

of my jargon, I love my guilt 

than when I entered the adult museum 

it was the crease in the trousers, the bumps 
of the timid heart: and you refuse 

what I love you for, don't change me. 


Desert 


When the night without dignity 
makes my body a distant flower, 

you, O Guardians, in absurd absences 
of spaces flown, but not without 

have made a darkness around you 
naked desert: where I remain alone. 


Groups of statues, interiors, sequences 

of faces, are scattered on that ground 

from beyond the grave; and those Elysian vestiges 
they inflict on the criminal who visits them 
equivocal terrors, sweet extensions. 

Free I walk through that Museum. 


With my innocence I calm the faces 

serious of the Guardians and, virgin Orpheus, 

I laugh and am terrified as a child. 

Here is the barren desert in the heart of the desert 
marble from the latrine I saw 

become a temple in my old dreams. 


I entered it: and it was a heavy blue whirlpool 
in the naive chest, the conquered shame... 

I wasn't alone, I was dying of abandonment... 
One turned... I can still hear the thunder 

of the gun, the stench of the sewer. 

The latrine was a temple, open to yours 


looks: which were not looks of forgiveness. 


Memory 


I go back to the days 
more remote than ours 
love, a tide 

of silent gratitude, 

and desperate kisses. 
My whole childhood 
it's on your lap 

scared of losing you 
and hopelessly 

happy to have you. 


I made the journey 

that you didn't do, 

my little lark, mother 
girl. Courage 

of sweet suspect, 
possessed and imprudent 
and blind love... Fui 
another, on the way back, 
with the mask on his face 
of our sweetness. 


A profound beauty 

of shadows on the forehead 
pure and in the wave 

young hair — 

thin in the bones 

of the chin and cheekbones, 
hard in tender 

curve of the face — 

beauty of boy 


or thief — transparent 

and cloudy — filled 

from an old innocence, 
hardened by the years 

but, perhaps, still mild... 
Ah, hateful meekness 

lovely in you 

that you were truly beautiful. 


I remember the afternoons 

of Bologna: at work 

you sang in the house 

which was but an echo. 

Then you were silent, and it flew away 
in the other room (ah the dark one 
your little girl's step...) 

you started singing again. 

And the afternoon it was 

silence and rapture: 

already foreshadowed, perhaps, 
to count in the game 

horrendous of fate. 


You know how pure I was... 
how much I loved a life 

too beautiful for me... 

how determined I was 

to defend and love... 

But you know about me 

the abandonments, the halo 
of naive dedications, 

the unrequired passion 

and noble... You are ignorant of it 
a resignation 

which is baseness, jargon, 
dishonest word. 


In the history of ours 

love there is a shadow, 

the unique relationship, 

too much confidence 

that does not express itself, remains 
parola, imputridisce... 

The lost purity: 

here's the news, 

the terrible fact, 

and the old family 

still perhaps trepid 

of the history of the Po Valley, 
of his youth 

sad and heroic... 


The world is in the shadows 
of your warm rice 

of a young mother. 

Ah, I know nothing and everything 
of your prosperity, 

your fragrant clothes 

of impure and shy ways, 

your white throat, 

similar to heroines 

of the time... You, alone, 

you gave me loneliness 

to those who, in your shadow, 
he tried, for the world, 

too great a love. 


I fall in love with bodies 
who have my flesh 

of a son — with the womb 
burning with shame — 
the mysterious bodies 


of pure beauty 

virgin and honest, closed 
in an oblivious game 

of smiles and grace 

(air that brightens them 
with their delicious ones 
hair, in impure meadows 
of their innocence), 

bodies extinguished by tremors 
of the flesh, a specter 

of heartbeats without 

pity, sword sunk 

in the ruined rose 

of the throat that bleeds, 
the bodies of their children 
with happy trousers, 

with dark hair or blond 

of mothers in the steps, 
and too great a love, 

in the heart, for the world. 


Gramsci's ashes 
Commentary on the texts 


Published by Garzanti in 1957, Gramsci's ashes are made up of eleven 
"poems" composed between 1951 and 1956 and almost all arranged in 
chronological order: L'Appennino, II canto popolo, Picasso, Comizio, 
L'umile Italia, Quadri Friulians, Gramsci's ashes, Récit, The crying of the 
digger, A polemic in verse and La Terra di Lavoro. They are mostly 
structured in "chained" or "Dantesque" tercets (that is, where the first and 
third lines rhyme with the central line of the previous tercet) with some 
freedom in the rhyme (sometimes replaced by assonances, imperfect 
rhymes, etc.) and in the measure of the verse (which is often a hypermeter 
or hypometer hendecasyllable). 

Comizio (1954), like other poems in this book, develops around the 
underlying theme of a walk through the streets of Rome: having arrived in 
Piazza di Spagna (the original title of the poem was in fact Night at Piazza 
di Spagna), the poet he suddenly comes across - almost as if he were the 
damned in a hellish circle - the crowd taking part in an MSI rally. Rather 
than give in to the first temptation to flee, he decides to attend this "fair of 
shadows" made up of still living examples of a political party that was 
believed to be extinct: more than a political party, a bourgeois "race" that 
does not know how to transcend its species. The faces that stand out in the 
midst of this crowd evoke - with their "crooked / looks of honest people", 
their "vile / expressions of courage" - a dead time that returns unexpectedly. 
The poet feels invaded by anguish for the loss of every historical identity, 
when he is joined by the ghost of his dead partisan brother who smiles 
bitterly and asks for mercy not for his fate, now concluded in a light of 
martyrdom, but for those who they survived and have to deal with a 
negative reality again. 

The eponymous poem (written in the same year) also describes a 
symbolic walk, which casually leads the poet to the English Cemetery, 


between Porta San Paolo and Testaccio: here he discovers a tombstone on 
which we read Cinera Gramsci. The tomb of the founder of the Italian 
Communist Party, emblem of Marxism and class struggle, is ideally 
contrasted with the "sarcophagi" in which the representatives of the 
European cultural tradition rest, including Shelley (parts I-III). This contrast 
triggers a painful reflection on the commitment - accepted with reason and 
rejected with feeling - to redeem the world through history (IV-V). In the 
tangle of insoluble conflicts that emerge (and which are also expressed here 
through an insistent use of the oxymoron), the only certainty that remains 
for the poet is linked to the appearance of the sensitive world - that of the 
Roman working-class neighborhood - which turns out to be a an "absolute" 
place as it is a "void of history" (VI). 

In The Crying of the Digger (1956), the re-enactment of the first, almost 
heroic, times of Pasolini's stay in Rome - with his experience in the world 
of the marginalized, which appeared to him as "life" in its fullest light - is 
intertwined with expectations and fears linked to the historical and political 
changes underway. During a walk along the avenues of the Janiculum, the 
poet sees an excavator near his house. The great urban revolution of Rome 
has begun: from the immobility of the myth of that boundless popular world 
we move on to the changes in history, to the new hopes fueled by the results 
of the XX Congress of the Soviet Communist Party. The sub-proletarian 
people can now promote themselves as a class. The digger - with her tears 
about "what has / ends and begins again", about "what changes, also / to 
become better" - is the symbol of this tiring journey. 


Rally 


Here it is purer, in its quiet 
terror — if the evenings now melt 
they tremble at the last poetic buzzes 


of mere life — the meeting of the gutters 
urban with the dark sky. 
And pale, barren walls 


flowerbeds, thin cornices, in mystery 
that imbues them with the cosmos, familiar 
and gay they blend theirs. But tonight 


a sudden downpour on the unaware 
passerby's fantasies collapse and freeze 
his transport for the warm, dear ones 


deconsecrated walls... 


No more, like an entrance hall, of sonorous footsteps 
because they are rare, with transparent voices 
because quiet, among splendors 


of humble stone, the square in the extinct 
wince corners: nor solitary 
the cars of the powerful rustle, 


touching the young pariah's side 
who inebriates the city with his whistles... 


A dull crowd fills the air 


of unreal noises. There is a stage 


on it, covered with flags, 
of whose white the brown light shines 


a Shroud, green blinds, blackens 
the red like old blood. Arista 
or dark vegetal flickers waxy 


in the middle the fascist flame. 


The pain, unexpectedly, repels me 
back, almost as if not wanting to see. 
And instead with tears that bleed 


around the world so alive, in the evening 
in the square, I push myself as 
disembodied in the midst of this fair 


of shadows. And I look, I listen. Rome 
around is silent: it is silence, together, 
of the city and the sky. It doesn't resonate 


voice over these cries; the warm seed 
that May sprouts even in the cool 
at night, a heavy and ancient frost presses 


on the precious walls, sad facts 

as in the senses of a child 

distressed... And the more they grow here 

the screams (and the hatred in the heart), more bleak 
the desert surrounds us 

where the usual, lazy whisper 


he got lost tonight... 


Here are the living specimens, 


alive, of a part of us that, dead, 
he had deluded us into thinking we were new — deprived 


of it forever. Instead, stock up 
suddenly, in this light square 
oriental, here is his phalanx, thick, 


screaming — with the signs of the race 
which is dark joy among the people 
and in it sad darkness — that goes crazy 


singing health. And the energy 
his is nothing but weakness, offense 
sexual, which has no other way 


to be passion, in the lit mind, 
that actions that are too lawful or unlawful: 
and here only the bourgeois screams 


impotence to transcend the species, 
the confusion of faith that 
it exalts it, and desperately grows 


in the man who does not know what light he has within himself. 


I remain standing in this crowd almost 
the frost, which from Trinita dei Monti, 
from the hard plants of the Pincio, shaved 


against the stars and closed horizons 
extinguishes the city - extinguishes my chest, 
making the maimed pure astonishment 


feelings, pity, bitterness. Jet 
looks around me that don't seem like mine, 
I'm so different. It's not the look 


of people alive with me, this, in 
In his faces there is a dead time that returns 
unexpected, hateful, almost beautiful 


days of victory, the cool days 
of the people, were they dead. 
For those who have moved on, here, around, 


the past, the ghosts, the resurrected 
instincts. These youthful faces 
prematurely old, these crooked ones 


looks of honest people, these vile ones 
expressions of courage. The memory 
she was therefore so pale and thin 


so as not to remember them? Among the clamor 
I walk silently, or perhaps they are silent 
them, in the storm that I have in my heart. 


And in the sense of loss of one's own 
body, which gives sudden anguish, 
in silence at my side he discovers himself 


A mate. With me, intent and undecided, 
he moves among the crowd, he watches with me 
in the faces of these people, with me the miserable 


body drags between breasts that rosettes 
fill them with vile pride. Then on me 
lays his gaze. Sadly it burns him 


with the modesty that I know well; and it's 
that fraternal look is so mine! 
so deeply familiar, in 


thought that gives these acts eternal meaning! 
And in this sad look of understanding, 
for the first time since winter 


in which his fortune was learned, 
and never believed, my brother smiles at me, 
he is close to me. She has painful and heated, 


in the smile, the light with which he saw, 
dark partisan, not twenty years old 
again, as was to be decided 


with true dignity, with unscathed fury 
of hate, our new story: and a shadow, 
in those poor eyes, humiliating and solemn... 


He asks for mercy, with his modesty, 
terrible look, not for his destiny, 
but for ours... And it is he, the too honest, 


the too pure, who must go with his head bowed? 
Begging for some light for this 
world reborn in a dark morning? 


Gramsci's ashes 


This impure air is not from May 
than the dark foreign garden 
it makes it even darker, or dazzles him 


with blinds cleared... this sky 
of drool on the yellow attics 
which create a veil in immense semicircles 


to the curves of the Tiber, to the Turchini 
mountains of Lazio... A deadly spread 
peace, disaffected like our destinies, 


the autumn between the old walls 
May. In it there is the grayness of the world, 
the end of the decade in which it appears to us 


the depths ended among the rubble 
and naive effort to remake life; 
the silence, soaked and infertile... 


You young, in that May in which the mistake 
there was still life, in that Italian May 
which at least added ardor to life, 


at least reckless and impurely healthy 
of our fathers — not father, but humble 


brother — already with your thin hand 


you outlined the ideal that illuminates 


(but not for us: you, dead, and us 
died equally, with you, in the damp 


garden) this silence. You can not, 
do you see it?, than rest in this site 
stranger, still confined. Boredom 


Patrizia is around you. And, faded, 
only a few blows from the anvil come to you 
from the Testaccio workshops, dormant 


at vespers: among miserable shelters, naked 
piles of tin, scrap metal, where 
singing viciously a boy already closes 


his day, while it's raining around. 


II 


Between the two worlds, the truce, in which we are not. 
Choices, dedications... they have no other sound 
now that this of the garden is bad 


and noble, in which deception is stubborn 
which deadens life remains in death. 
In the circles of the sarcophagi they don't do it 


than show the survivor's fate 
of secular people the secular inscriptions 
in these gray, short stones 


and imposing. More of passions 
unbridled without scandal are burned 
the bones of the nations billionaires 


larger; they buzz, almost never disappeared, 
the ironies of princes, of pederasts, 
whose bodies are in the scattered urns 


incinerated and not yet chaste. 
Here the silence of death is faith 
of a civil silence of the remaining men 


men, of a tedium than in tedium 
of the Park, discreetly silent: and the city 
which, indifferent, confines him in the middle 


to hovels and churches, impious in piety, 
it loses its splendor. His land 
rich in nettles and legumes 


these skinny cypresses, this black one 
humidity staining the walls around 
to dull curlicues of boxwood, which in the evening 


soothing turns off in unadorned 
hints of seaweed... this herb is struggling 
and odorless, where violet sinks 


the atmosphere, with a minty thrill, 
or rotten hay, and quiet preludes you 
with daytime melancholy, the extinguished 


trepidation of the night. Rude 
of climate, sweet of history, it is 
between these walls the soil into which it oozes 


other soil; this humid that 
remembers other damp; and they resonate 
— family members from latitudes and 


horizons where English forests crown 
lakes lost in the sky, among prairies 
green like phosphoric billiards or like 


smeraldi: «And O ye Fountains...» — le pie 
invocations... 


Ill 


A red rag, like that one 
rolled around the necks of the partisans 
and, near the urn, on the waxy ground, 


differently red, two geraniums. 
There you stand, banished and with harsh elegance 
non-Catholic, listed among strangers 


deaths: Gramsci's ashes... Between hope 
and old distrust, I approach you, it happened 
by chance in this meager greenhouse, ahead 


to your grave, to your remaining spirit 
down here among these free men. (Or is it something 
different, perhaps, more ecstatic 


and even more humble, drunken symbiosis 
of adolescent sex with death...) 
And, from this country in which it had no rest 


your tension, I feel what wrong 
here in the quiet of the tombs — and together 
what reason — in the restless fate 


ours — you had drawn up the supreme ones 
pages in the days of your assassination. 


Here is the seed attesting 


not yet dispersed of the ancient dominion, 
these dead attached to a possession 
which sinks its abomination into the centuries 


and its greatness: and at the same time, obsessed, 
that vibrating of anvils, muted, 
suffocated and heartbreaking — from the discharged 


district — to certify its end. 
And here I am... poor, dressed 
of the clothes that the poor eye in shop windows 


of rough splendor, and which it has lost 
the dirt of the most remote streets, 
of the tram benches, which amazed me 


it's my day: while more and more sparse 
I have these holidays, in torment 
of keeping me alive; and if it happens to me 


to love the world is only for violent 
and naive sensual love 
just like, confused teenager, once upon a time 


I hated it if evil hurt me in it 
bourgeois of me bourgeois: and now, split 
— with you — the world, object does not appear 


of resentment and almost mystical 
contempt, the party that has the power? 
Yet without your rigor, I exist 


because I don't choose. I live in not wanting 
of the late post-war period: loving 


the world I hate — in its misery 


contemptuous and lost — for an obscure scandal 
of conscience... 


IV 


The scandal of contradicting myself, of being 
with you and against you; with you in my heart, 
in light, against you in the dark bowels; 


of my paternal traitor state 
— in thought, in a shadow of action — 
I know I'm attached to it in the heat 


of instincts, of aesthetic passion; 
attracted to a proletarian life 
before you, is religion for me 


its cheerfulness, not the millennial one 
his struggle: his nature, not his 
consciousness; it is the original force 


of man, who is lost in the act, 
to give her the thrill of nostalgia, 
a poetic light: and more 


I can't say what it isn't 
fair but not sincere, abstract 
love, not heartbreaking sympathy... 


Like the poor poor, I attack 
like them to humiliating hopes, 
like them I fight to live 


everyday. But in the desolate 
my condition of underprivileged, 
I own: and it is the most exhilarating 


of bourgeois possessions, the state 
more absolute. But as I own the story, 
it possesses me; I'm enlightened: 


but what is the use of light? 


V 


I'm not talking about the individual, the phenomenon 
of sensual and sentimental ardor... 
it has other vices, its name is different 


and the fatality of his sin... 
But mixed in it as municipalities, 
prenatal vices, and which ones 


objective shame! They are not immune 
the internal and external acts, which do so 
incarnated to life, by none 


of the religions that exist in life, 
death mortgage, established 
to deceive the light, to give light to the deception. 


Destined to be buried 
her remains at Verano, she is Catholic 
his struggle with them: Jesuitical 


the manias with which he disposes the heart; 
and even more inside: he has biblical wiles 
his conscience... and ironic ardor 


liberal... and crude light, among disgusts 
of provincial dandy, of provincial 
health... Down to the smallest minutiae 


in which they fade, into the animal background, 
Authority and Anarchy... Well protected 
from impure virtue and drunken sinning, 


defending an obsessive naivety, 
and with what conscience! does the self live: I, 
alive, eluding life, with in my chest 


the meaning of a life that is oblivion 
heartbreaking, violent... Ah how 
I understand, silent in the soggy buzz 


of the wind, here where Rome is silent, 
among the tiredly upset cypresses, 
near you, the soul whose graffiti sounds 


Shelley... How I understand the vortex 
of feelings, whim (Greek 
in the heart of the patrician, Nordic 


holidaymaker) who swallowed him in the caecum 
light blue of the Tyrrhenian Sea; the carnal 
joy of adventure, aesthetics 


and childish: while Italy is prostrate 
as if inside the belly of an enormous creature 
cicada, opens white coasts, 


scattered across the Lazio of veiled crowds 
of pines, baroque, of yellowish 
rocket clearings, where he sleeps 


with the swollen member in the rags a dream 
Goethe, the young Ciociaria... 
In the Maremma, dark, with beautiful sewers 


of grassaetta in which the print is clear 
the hazelnut, through the paths that the buttero 
of his youth filled unaware. 


Blindly fragrant in the dry 
curves of Versilia, which on the sea 
tangled, blind, the clean stucco, 


the light inlays of his Easter 
entirely human campaign, 
exposes, gloomy on the Cinquale, 


unraveled under the torrid Apuan mountains, 
the glassy blues on the pink... Of rocks, 
landslides, upset, as if in panic 


of fragrance, in the Riviera, springs, 
steep, where the sun fights with the breeze 
to give supreme sweetness to the oils 


of the sea... And around it buzzes with joy 
the endless percussion instrument 
of sex and light: so accustomed 


it's Italy that doesn't tremble about it, like 
dead in his life: they shout hotly 
hundreds of bears the name 


of his companion the wet youngsters 
in the brown of the face, among the people 
coastal, near thistle gardens, 


on filthy beaches... 


You will ask me, unadorned dead man, 
to abandon this desperate situation 
passion to be in the world? 


VI 


I'm leaving, I'll leave you in the evening 
which, although sad, descends so sweetly 
for us living, with the waxy light 


which congeals in the dim neighborhood. 
And it stirs him up. She makes it bigger, empty, 
around, and, further away, turns it back on 


of an eager life than of the raucous 
the rolling of trams, of human screams, 
dialects, gives a weak concert 


and absolute. And feel like in those distant ones 
beings who, in life, shout, laugh, 
in those vehicles of theirs, in those grams 


blocks of flats where the treacherous takes place 
and expansive gift of existence — 
that life is but a thrill; 


corporeal, collective presence; 
you feel the lack of every religion 
true; not life, but survival 


— perhaps happier than life — like 
of a population of animals, in whose mystery 


orgasm there is no other passion 


that for daily operations: 
humble fervor which gives a sense of celebration 
humble corruption. The more vain it is 


— in this void of history, in this 
buzzing pause in which life is silent — 
each ideal, the better it is manifested 


the stupendous, rugged sensuality 
almost Alexandrian, who undermines everything 
and impurely lights up, when here 


in the world, something collapses and drags on 
the world, in the twilight, returning 
in empty squares, in despondent workshops... 


The lights are already being lit, constellating 
Via Zabaglia, Via Franklin, the whole thing 
Testaccio, unadorned among its large 


filthy mountain, the Lungoteveri, the black 
seabed, beyond the river, that Monteverde 
masses or fades invisible on the sky. 


Tiaras of lights that are lost, 
dazzling, and cold with sadness 
almost marine... It's almost time for dinner; 


the rare neighborhood buses shine, 
with groups of workers at the counters, 
and groups of soldiers go, without haste, 


towards the mountain that hides among earthworks 
soaked and dry piles of rubbish 


in the shadows, holed up sluts 


waiting angrily above the dirt 
aphrodisiac: and, not far away, between houses 
illegal at the edge of the mountain, or in the middle 


to buildings, almost to worlds, of the boys 
light as rags they play in the breeze 
no longer cold, spring-like; burning 


of youthful recklessness the Romanesque 
their dark adolescent May evening 
they whistle on the sidewalks, in the party 


evening; and the shutters rattle 
of crash garages, joyfully, 
if the darkness made the evening peaceful, 


and among the plane trees of Piazza Testaccio 
the wind that falls in storm tremors, 
it is very sweet, although it shaves the hair 


and the tuffs of the Macello, he soaked in them 
of rotten blood, and everywhere 
you reek waste and smell of misery. 


Life is a buzz, and these are lost 
in it, I forgive it serenely, 
if their hearts are full: to enjoy 


here they are, miserable, in the evening: and powerful 
in them, helpless, for them, the myth 
is reborn... But I, with a conscious heart 


of those who only have life in history, 
I will never be able to work with pure passion again, 


if I know that our story is over? 


The cry of the digger 


Only loving, only knowing 
what counts is not having loved, 
not having known him. It gives anguish 


the life of a consumer 
Love. The soul no longer grows. 
Here in the enchanted heat 


of the night that is full down here 
between the bends of the river and the sleepy ones 
visions of the city scattered with lights, 


still echoes with a thousand lives, 
disaffection, mystery, and misery 
of the senses, they make me enemies 


the shapes of the world, which until yesterday 
they were my reason for existing. 
Bored, tired, I go home, for black people 


market squares, sad 
streets around the river port, 
among the barracks and mixed warehouses 


to the last meadows. Deadly there 
it's silence: but down, in Viale Marconi, 


at Trastevere station, it appears 


still sweet in the evening. To their neighborhoods, 


to their villages, they return on engines 
light — in overalls or trousers 


of work, but driven by a festive ardor — 
the young people, with their companions on the saddles, 
laughing, dirty. The last customers 


they chat standing with voices 
high in the night, here and there, at the tables 
rooms still shiny and half-empty. 


Stupendous and miserable city, 
who taught me what is cheerful and ferocious 
men learn children, 


the little things where the greatness 
of life in peace we discover, how 
go hard and ready in the crowd 


of the streets, turn to another man 
without trembling, do not be ashamed 
to look at the money being counted 


with lazy fingers from the delivery man 
sweating against the moving facades 
in an eternal summer color; 


to defend myself, to offend, to have 
the world before your eyes and beyond 
only in the heart, to understand 


that few know the passions 
where I lived: 


who are not brotherly to me, and yet they are 


brothers precisely in having 


passions of men 
how cheerful, unconscious, whole 


they live from experiences 
unknown to me. Stunning and miserable 
city that you made me do 


experience of that life 
unknown: until I am discovered 
what, in each, was the world. 


A moon dying in silence, 
who lives on her, bleaches among violent men 
ardors, that miserably on earth 


change of life, with beautiful avenues, old women 
alleys, without giving light, dazzle 
and, throughout the world, it reflects them 


up there, a bit of warm cloud. 
It is the most beautiful night of the summer. 
Trastevere, in a smell of straw 


of old, emptied stables 
taverns, he's not sleeping yet. 
The dark corners, the placid walls 


they resonate with enchanting noises. 
Men and boys go home 
— under festoons of lights now alone — 


towards their alleys, which clog 
dark and rubbish, with that bland pace 


by which the soul was most invaded 


when I truly loved, when 


I really wanted to understand. 
And, as then, they disappear singing. 


II 


Poor as a cat in the Colosseum, 
I lived in an all-lime neighborhood 
and dust, far from the city 


and from the countryside, squeezed every day 
in a rattling bus: 
and every outward journey, every return 


it was an ordeal of sweat and anxiety. 
Long walks in a hot haze, 
long twilights in front of the cards 


piled up on the table, among mud streets, 
walls, little houses wet with lime 
and without fixtures, with curtains for doors... 


The olive farmer, the ragman, passed by, 
coming from some other village, 
with what seemed to be dusty goods 


fruit of theft, and a cruel face 
of young people aged among vices 
of those who have a harsh and hungry mother. 


Renewed by the new world, 
free — a flash, a breath 
that I can't say, to reality 


that humble and dirty, confused and immense, 
teemed in the southern suburbs, 


it gave a sense of serene pity. 


A soul in me, that wasn't mine alone, 
a little soul in that boundless world, 
grew, nourished by joy 


of those he loved, even if not loved in return. 
And everything lit up with this love. 
Perhaps still as a boy, heroically, 


and yet matured by experience 
that was born at the foot of history. 
I was at the center of the world, in that world 


of sad, Bedouin villages, 
of yellow scrubbed prairies 
from an ever restless wind, 


came from the warm sea of Fiumicino, 
or from the countryside, where it got lost 
the city among the hovels; in that world 


that he could only dominate, 
square yellowish spectrum 
in the yellowish haze, 


laced with a thousand identical rows 
of barred windows, the Penitentiary 
among old fields and dormant farmhouses. 


The rubbish and the dust that blind 
the breeze carried here and there, 
the poor voices without echo 


of little women who came from the mountains 
Sabines, from the Adriatic, and here 


encamped, now with crowds 


of wasted and tough kids 
screeching in their torn vests, 
in the grey, burnt shorts, 


the African suns, the rough rains 
which made torrents of mud 
the streets, the buses at the terminals 


sunk in their corner 
between a last strip of white grass 
and some acidic, burning garbage dump... 


it was the center of the world, as it was 
at the center of the story is my love 
for it: and in this 


maturity than to be nascent 
it was still love, everything was 
to become clear — it was, 


clear! That village naked to the wind, 
not Roman, not southern, 
not a worker, it was life 


in its most current light: 
life, and light of life, full 
in the not yet proletarian chaos, 


as the crude newspaper wants it 
of the cell, the last 
gravure waving: bone 


of daily existence, 
pure, to be too much 


proximate, absolute to be 


all too miserably human. 


Ill 


And now I return home, rich in those years 
so new that I never would have thought 
of knowing they are old in a soul 


distant from them, as from every past. 
I go up the avenues of the Janiculum, stopped 
from an Art Nouveau crossroads, to a large tree-lined area, 


to a section of the wall — now finished 
of the city on the undulating plain 
which opens onto the sea. And it germinates me again 


in the soul — inert and dark 
like the night abandoned to the scent — 
a seed that is now too ripe 


to bear fruit again, in the heap 
of a life that has become tired and bitter again... 
Here is Villa Pamphili, and in the light 


that calmly reverberates 
on the new walls, the street where I live. 
Near my house, on some grass 


reduced to a dark slime, 
a trace on the excavated chasms 
freshly, in the tuff— all anger has fallen 


of destruction — ramp against sparse buildings 
and pieces of sky, inanimate, 
an excavator... 


What pain invades me, in front of these tools 
supine, scattered here and there in the mud, 
in front of this red canvas 


which hangs on an easel in the corner 
where the night seems saddest? 
Because, at this dull color of blood, 


my conscience so blindly resists, 
he hides, almost like a maniac 
remorse that, deep down, saddens her? 


Because inside me it's the same sense 
of days forever unfulfilled 
which is in the dead firmament 


in which this digger bleaches? 


I undress in one of the thousand rooms 
where people sleep in Via Fonteiana. 
You can dig into everything, time: hopes, 


passions. But not on these forms 
of life too... It gets smaller 
man to them, when full 


both experience and trust 
in the world... Ah, days of Rebibbia, 
that I thought were lost in a light 


of necessity, and that now I feel so free! 


Together with the heart, then, for difficult people 
cases that had wasted it 
the course towards a human destiny, 


gaining clarity in ardor 
denied, and in naivety 
the denied balance — to clarity 


also reached equilibrium, 
in those days, the mind. And the blind man 
regret, sign of all my 


fight with the world, they rejected, behold, 
adult although inexperienced ideologies... 
The world was made a subject 


no longer about mystery but about history. 
The joy multiplied a thousandfold 
of knowing him — how 


every man humbly knows. 
Marx or Gobetti, Gramsci or Croce, 
they were alive in their living experiences. 


The matter of a dark decade changed 
vocation, if I took the time to make this clear 
which most seemed to be the ideal figure 


to an ideal generation; 
on every page, in every line 
that I wrote, in exile in Rebibbia, 


there was that fervor, that presumption, 
that gratitude. New 
in my new condition 


of old work and old misery, 
the few friends who came 
by me, in the mornings or evenings 


forgotten about the Penitentiary, 
they saw me inside a living light: 
mild, violent revolutionary 


in the heart and in the tongue. A man flourished. 


IV 


He holds me against his old fleece, 
that smells of the forest, and lays me down 
the snout with its boar tusks 


O wandering rose-breathed bear, 
on the mouth: and around me the room 
it is a clearing, the corroded blanket 


from the last sweats of youth, dance 
like a veil of pollen... And indeed 
I walk along a road that advances 


among the first unmade spring meadows 
in a heavenly light... 
Carried by the wave of steps, 


this one that I leave behind, light and miserable, 
it is not the outskirts of Rome: «Long live 
Mexico!» it is written in lime or engraved 


on the ruins of temples, on the walls at crossroads, 
decrepit, light as bone, on the edge 


of a burning sky without a shiver. 


Here, on top of a hill 
among the undulations, mixed with the clouds, 
of an old Apennine chain, 


the city, half empty, although it is the hour 
in the morning, when the women go 
to the shopping — or of the gilding vespers 


children running with their mothers 
outside the schoolyards. 
The streets are invaded by a great silence: 


you lose the somewhat uneven pavements, 
old as time, gray as time, 
and two long stone slats 


they run along the streets, shiny and dull. 
Someone, in that silence, moves: 
some old women, some kids 


lost in his games, where 
the portals of a sweet sixteenth century 
they open peacefully, or a cockpit 


with little animals inlaid on the edges 
you place it on the poor grass, 
at some forgotten crossroads or song. 


The herm opens on the top of the hill 
town square, and between home 
and house, beyond a wall, and the greenery 


of a large chestnut, you can see 
the space of the valley: but not the valley. 


A space that flickers heavenly 


or just waxy... But the Course continues, 
beyond that familiar little square 
suspended in the Apennine sky: 


it goes inside narrower houses, goes down 
a little halfway up: and further down 
— when the baroque houses thin out — 


here appears the valley — and the desert. 
Just a few more steps 
towards the turn, where the road 


and already among bare grassy fields 
and curly. Left, against the slope, 
as if the church had collapsed, 


rises crowded with frescoes, blue, 
rossi, an apse, pestle of volutes 
along the erased scars 


of the collapse — from which only it, 
the immense shell remained 
to open up against the sky. 


It's there, from beyond the valley, from the desert, 
that begins to blow an air, light, desperate, 
that sets the skin on fire with sweetness... 


It's like those smells that, from the fields 
freshly bathed, or from the banks of a river, 
they blow over the city in the first few 


days of good weather: and you 
you don't recognize them, but crazy 


almost of regret, you try to understand 


if they are of a fire lit on the frost, 
or of lost grapes or medlars 
in some warm barn 


from the sun of the wonderful morning. 
I scream for joy, so hurt 
at the bottom of my lungs from that air 


than like a warmth or a light 
I breathe looking at the valley 


A little peace is enough to reveal 
the anguish inside the heart, 
clear, like the bottom of the sea 


ona sunny day. You recognize it, 
without feeling it, evil 
there, in your bed, chest, thighs 


and abandoned feet, which 

a crucifix — or which Noah 

drunk, dreaming, naively unaware 

of the joy of the children, who 

on him, the strong, the pure, have fun... 
the day is now upon you, 


in the room like a sleeping lion. 


On which roads the heart 


it is full, perfect in this too 
mixture of bliss and pain? 


A little peace... And it reawakens in you 
it's war, it's God. They relax 
as soon as the passions, the fresh one closes 


barely wounded, that you already spend 
the soul, which seemed entirely spent, 
in dream actions that don't pay off 


nothing... That's it, if it's on 
to hope — that, old lion 
stinking of vodka, from the offense 


his Russia swears Khrushchev to the world — 
here you realize that you dream. 
It seems to burn in happy August 


of peace, your every passion, every 
your inner torment, 
all your naive shame 


of not being — in feeling — 
to the point where the world is renewed. 
Indeed, that new breath of wind 


it throws you back, where 
every wind falls: and there, tumor 
that recreates itself, you find yourself 


the old crucible of love, 
the meaning, the fear, the joy. 


And right in that sleep 


it is the light... in that unconsciousness 


of an infant, of an animal or a naive libertine 
it's purity... the most heroic 


furies in that flight, the most divine 
feeling in that low human act 
consumed in the morning sleep. 


VI 


In the abandoned blaze 
of the morning sun — which burns, 
now, shaving the construction sites, on the fixtures 


warm up — despair 
vibrations scrape the silence 
which tastes hopelessly like old milk, 


of empty squares, of innocence. 
Already at least since seven, that vibration 
it grows with the sun. Poor presence 


of a dozen elderly workers, 
with rags and burnt vests 
by sweat, whose rare voices, 


whose struggles against the scattered 
mud blocks, earth flows, 
they seem to unravel in that tremor. 


But between the stubborn outbursts of the 
bucket, how blind it seems, blind 
crumbles, blindly grasps, 


as if he had no destination, 
a sudden, human scream, 


is born, and at times repeats itself, 


so crazy with pain, that, human, 
immediately it no longer seems, and becomes again 
dead screeching. Then, slowly, 


is reborn, in the violent light, 
among the blinded buildings, new, equal, 
I scream that only those who are dying, 


in the last moment, he can throw 
in this cruel sun that still shines 
already sweetened by a little sea air... 


She's screaming, torn apart 
for months and years of matins 
sweats — accompanied 


from the silent crowd of its stonecutters, 
the old digger: but, at the same time, the freshness 
earthwork upset, or, in the short border 


of the twentieth-century horizon, 
the whole neighborhood... It's the city, 
sunk in a festive glow, 


— it's the world. He mourns what he has 
end and start again. What was 
grassy area, open clearing, and it's done 


courtyard, white as wax, 
closed in a decorum that is resentment; 
what was almost an old fair 


of fresh plaster crooked in the sun, 
and it becomes a new isolated, teeming one 


in an order that is extinguished pain. 


What changes also mourns 
to make yourself better. The light 
of the future not a single moment ceases 


to hurt us: it's here, burning 
in our every daily act, 
anguish also in trust 


that gives us life, in the Gobettian impetus 
towards these workers, who silently raise, 


in the neighborhood of the other human front, 


their red rag of hope. 


The religion of my time 
Commentary on the texts 


The religion of my time (Garzanti, 1961) contains poems written between 
1955 and 1960. Dedicated to Elsa Morante, the book is divided into three 
sections: the first includes the poems The Wealth, To a Boy and the 
eponymous text; the second is made up of two groups of epigrams and the 
composition In death of realism; the third from five songs gathered under 
the title of Poesie incivili. 

To a boy (1956-1957), in couplets of rhymed Alessandrini (with the 
usual liberties in the measure of the verse and in the rhyme), is dedicated to 
the son of the poet Attilio Bertolucci, Bernardo, the future film director 
(then fourteen years old). It is a polemic against the Church in the name of 
evangelical principles. And as usual we wander through the autobiography: 
the memory of Friuli during the war, the sacrifice of his brother Guido. The 
defeats of the poet himself and his brother - the first disappointed by 
historical changes, the second who died fighting for his ideals - are 
contrasted with the hope in the future represented by the young Bernardo: 
«But the life that is in you is right: death, / which is in your peer and in us, 
is wrong." 

The controversy against the Church is developed with greater breadth 
and violence in the eponymous poem, which is followed by the Appendix to 
«Religion»: A light (1959), reported here. To the spread of a corruption that 
has affected everything - and in particular has dissolved the poetic and 
religious dreams of youth - the poet can now only oppose the figure of the 
mother-child, who looks after the tomb of her son buried in the Casarsa 
cemetery: to the « light" that emanates from his meekness and his dark 
heroism is entrusted with the last hope of redemption. 

To my nation (1959) is an epigram included in the second section of the 
book, specifically in the group entitled New Epigrams. This is an invective 


against Italy, which is predicted to have a horrendous future (in which the 
reader cannot help but find some analogy with the current situation). 

Anger belongs to the section Uncivilized Poems, from April 1960. It 
returns to the themes of the memory of a mythical past (symbolized by the 
smell of the rose) and of a present of dashed hopes, of personal failure 
under the pressure of the New Prehistory. At the same time he introduces 
the motif of "anger" - also the title of a film-essay released in 1963 - which 
will characterize much of future poetry, journalistic polemics and protest 
cinema. 


To a boy 


So new in light of these new months 
who return to Rome, and who to us elsewhere 


anchored to a light from other times, 
they seem carried by useless winds, 


you, with fresh modesty, and naively without 
mercy, discover for yourself, for us, your presence. 


With the confused smile of someone who is shy 
and bears bitterness cheerfully, 


come among adult friends and proudly 
humble, ardently silent, sit attentively 


to our ironies, to our passions. 
To imitate us, and to be far from us, you are willing, 


almost ashamed of your festive heart... 
You like this world! Not maybe because it's new, 


but because it exists: for you, for you to be 
new witness, sweet-happy at the quia... 


Stay between us, discreet for a few minutes 
and, although shy, you speak, with your manner already acute 


of cheerful, paternal and precocious wisdom. 
Expose, proudly, your weakness 


of a teenager, slightly offended by ridicule 


who has too much humility in an enemy world... 


At the right time, you leave us, you return 
in the secret light of your first days: 


in the light that you certainly can't say 
nor, we, remember, an April light 


where consciousness with its gems touches 
just life, not history yet. 


You want to KNOW, from us: even if you don't ask 
or ask in silence, already secluded and standing, 


or you try some question, your eyes ashamed, 
knowing well in your heart that what you dare is in vain, 


if you want to know what we are about us in your eyes 
now we are, you want the lost nights 


of our time are like your imagination 
it claims that it 1s heroic, as it is heroic 


the part of life that we have spent 
desperate boys in an offended homeland. 


You want to know the silent fears and immature actions 
— among rubble, deserted streets and prisons — 


of our figures now remote to you. 
You want to know, and your childish face heats up, 


you, so pure, evil, so clear hatred, 
which is in the rekindled memories on which you nail 


the wounded eye, taking the whole side 


for those who fought in the name of true feeling. 


You want to know what we got out of it 
Since that adventure, how has he changed? 


the spirit of this poor nation 
where you experience your first passion among us; 


hoping that every act that pre-exists you, Church 
and State, Wealth and Poverty, understood 


find in your sweet desire for life... 
You want to know the origin of your modesty 


desire to know, if it has already been demonstrated 
of so much life in us, and now it's brooding 


already new life in you, in your peers. 
Do you want to know what dark freedom is, 


discovered by us and found by you, 
grace too, in the reborn land. 


You want to know. You have no question about an item 
on which there is no answer: which only trembles in the chest. 


The answer, if there is one, is in the pure 
twilight air, lit on the walls 


del Vascello, along the buildings 
crowded in the heart of the declining sun. 


Evenings desperate due to too much warmth 
that in the cold autumns, forgotten, dies, 


or, forgotten, in new springs 


suddenly returns — the desperate evenings 


in which, you, happy with your fresh clothes, 
or the fresh rendezvous with modest young people 


like you, and happy, leave the house quickly, 
while the evening sounds invaded in the neighborhood 


from the last sun — I think of that serious, candid one 
boy, whose silence is in his question. 


Of course only he could answer you, 
if the world was pure hope in him, as it is in you. 


It was a morning in which she dreamed unaware 
in the pink horizons a sea light: 


every blade of grass seems to have grown with difficulty 
it was a thread of that opaque and immense splendor. 


We came in silence along the hidden embankment 
along the railway, light and still warm 


of our last shared sleep in the nude 
barn in the fields that was our refuge. 


In the background, Casarsa was white and lifeless 
in terror of Graziani's latest proclamation; 


and, struck by the sun against the shadow of the mountains, 
the station was empty: beyond the sparse trunks 


of the mulberry trees and the twigs, only above the grass 
of the platform, was waiting for the Spilimbergo train... 


I saw him walk away with his briefcase, 


where inside a book by Montale it was cramped 


among a few clothes, his revolver, 
in the white color of the air and the earth. 


Shoulders a little tight inside the jacket 
that had been mine, the nape of my youth... 


I walked back down the burning road 
on the March grass in the innocent sun; 


the canal among the mud green with nettles 
was silent in the peace of ancient springs, 


and the revived radicchio from which it steamed 
a dull and sharp smell of dew, 


they covered the back of the old escarpment 
as big as the earth in the heated air. 


Then the path turned into the heart of the countryside: 
free in the humble order, crazy in the Christian 


peace of work, silent in speaking love, 
mulberry trees, clumps of trees and elder trees were silent, 


sulphate blue vineyards and farmhouses, 
in the old noon of vivid creation. 


Demanding to know do you want us back, 
tied to that pain that still darkens the chest. 


You take away this light that shines entirely on you, 
which is of the new youth every new evening... 


We aged now give nothing else 


what painful love for your happy hunger. 


Even your own pity, what does it say 
except that life is happy only in you? 


Because, fortunately, that past of ours, 
true, but like a dream, it is in your grateful heart. 


In reality it doesn't exist, you are free and you search 
of it only as much as it can be worth to you now... 


In your new life he never existed 
fascism or anti-fascism: nothing, that you know 


because you want to know: it just exists 
the present in you like a cruel sweet flower. 


That everything 1s truly reborn — and over 
be it all — it's written in your smile friend. 


Remembering is a vice, even if it is a duty; 
to those dead mornings, to those dead evenings 


of twelve years ago, you don't know if there is more resentment 
oh nostalgia, bind our heart... 


The shadow that ages us were abstract consciousness, 
voice that contradicts the vital presence! 


If it were, as it is in you, the ruthless joy 
of knowing, not the bitterness of knowing that is in us! 


What we could have answered you is lost. 
He can talk to you — if, you boy, you know how to speak silent 


his new boy language — only 


who remained down there, in the light of tears... 


It was almost summer now, and the most beautiful colors 
they burned in the mild, Friulian sun. 


The already tall wheat was a flag 
lying on the ground, and the wind moved it 


among the tender lights, reappeared to fill 
the air between the mountains and the sea is of ancient celebration. 


Everyone was filled with desperate joy: 
on the warm dust of the walkways 


and balconies trembled with red handkerchiefs 
and tricolor rags; along the paths, along the ditches 


gangs of boys went happily 
from one country to another, out into the new world. 


My brother wasn't there, and I couldn't 
screaming in pain, it was too short 


the road to the barn lost in the fields, where 
for a year the naive, eternally young, 


poor mother had waited, and now 
he was there waiting, under the warm sun... 


But the life that 1s in you is right: death, 
which is in your peer and in us, 1s wrong. 


We should ask, as you do, we should 
wanting to know with your heart that it gems. 


But the shadow that is now within us gains 


more and more time, loosens every bond 


with life which, still, is a bitter force 
living and understanding in vain comforts us... 


Ah, what you want to know, young man, 
it will end unasked, it will be lost unsaid. 


Appendix to «Religion»: A light (1959) 


While surviving, in a long appendix 
of inexhaustible, inexhaustible passion 
— which has its roots almost in another time — 


I know that a light, in the chaos, of religion, 
a light of good, redeems me 
too much love in desperation... 


She is a poor woman, gentle, refined, 
that almost doesn't have the courage to be, 
and stands in the shadows, like a child, 


with his thin hair, his shabby clothes, 
now, and almost poor, on those survivors 
secrets that still taste like violets; 


with his strength, used in the dumb 
worries of those who fear not being equal 
to duty, and doesn't complain about what he never had 


rewards: a poor woman who knows how to love 
just, heroically, and be a mother 
it was all that could be given to her. 


The house is full of his thin ones 
limbs of a child, of her toil: 
even at night, in sleep, dry tears 


cover everything: and such ancient piety, 
it grips my heart so terribly, 
returning home, I would scream, I would take my own life. 


Everything around fiercely dies, 
while the good that is in her does not die, 
and he doesn't know how much his humble love, 


—my poor, sweet little bones — 
they can almost make me die in comparison 
of pain and shame, as much as those 


his anguished gestures, those sighs of his 
in the silence of our kitchen, 
can make me appear impure and vile... 


In every hour, everything is now, for her, little girl, 
for me, his son, and always, finished: 
all that remains is to hope for the end 


really come and quench the fury 
pain of waiting for her. We will be together, 
soon, in that poor crowded meadow 


of gray stones, where the seed is fresh 
of existence gives herbs and flowers every year: 
nothing else but the campaign is pressing 


at its borders of walls, between flights 
of larks, day and night, 
the desperate song of nightingales. 


Butterflies and insects there are in droves, 
until late September, the season 
where we return, where the bones 


he holds the passion of the other son 
still lives in the cold of peace: 
he arrives there every afternoon and gives evidence 


its flowers, in order, while everything is silent 
around, and you can only hear his anxiety, 
cleans the stone, where, anxious, he lies, 


then he walks away, and in the silence they have 
immediately found around walls and furrows, 
you can hear the thumps of the pump shaking 


she pushes with her little strength, 
willing, determined to do what is good: 
and returns, crossing the thick flowerbeds 


of new grass, with its full pots 
of water for those flowers... Quick 
we too, sweet survivor, will be 


lost at the bottom of this cool 
piece of land: but it won't be quiet 
ours, which mixes in it 


too much of a life that had no goal. 
We will have a difficult and poor silence, 
a painful sleep, which does not bring 


sweetness and peace, but nostalgia and reproach, 
the sadness of those who died without life: 
if something pure, and ever young, 


it will remain there, it will be your gentle world, 
your trust, your heroism: 
in the sweetness of the mulberry and the vine 


or elderberry, in every high or low 
sign of life, in every spring, you will be 
you; in every place where they once laughed, 


and again they laugh, impure, the living, you will give 
purity, the only judgment we have left, 
and it is terrible, and sweet: because it never exists 


despair without a bit of hope. 


To my nation 


Not Arab people, not Balkan people, not 
ancient people, 
but a living nation, but a European nation: 
and what are you? Land of infants, hungry, corrupt, 
housekeepers employed by landowners, prefects of pigtails, 
little lawyers greasy with grease and dirty feet, 
filthy liberal officials like bigoted uncles, 
a barracks, a seminar, a free beach, a 
casino! 
Millions of petty bourgeois like millions of pigs 
they graze, pushing themselves under the unharmed buildings, 
among colonial houses now peeling like churches. 
Precisely because you existed, now you don't exist, 
precisely because you were conscious, you are unconscious. 
And just because you're Catholic, you can't think 
that your evil is all evil: the fault of all evil. 
Sink into this beautiful sea of yours, free the world. 


Anger 


I go to the garden door, a small 

sunken stone tunnel on the floor 

land, against the suburban 

vegetable garden, which has remained there since the days of Mameli, 
with its pines, its roses, its radicchio. 

Around, behind this village paradise 

tranquility, they appear 

the yellow facades of skyscrapers 

fascists, of the latest construction sites: 

and below, beyond thick panes of glass, 

there is a shed, sepulchral. Doze off 

in the beautiful sun, a little cold, the large vegetable garden 

with the little house in the middle, dating back to the 19th century, 
white, where Mameli died, 

and a blackbird, singing, plots his affair. 


This poor garden of mine, everything 
of stone... But I bought an oleander 
—my mother's new pride — 

and vases of every kind of flower, 

and also a little wooden friar, a putto 
obedient and rosy, a little shabby, 
found at Porta Portese, going 

looking for furniture for the new house. Colors, 
few, the season is so immature: gold 
light with light, and green, all green... 
Just a little red, grim and splendid, 
half-hidden, bitter, joyless: 

a rose. It hangs humble 

on the adolescent branch, as if on a slit, 
timid remnant of a shattered paradise... 


Up close, it seems even more modest 

a poor defenseless and naked thing, 

a pure attitude 

of nature, which is found in the air, in the sun, 
alive, but with a life that deceives her, 

and humiliates her, which almost makes her ashamed 
to be so rude 

in its extreme tenderness as a flower. 

I get even closer, I can smell it... 

Ah, shouting is little, and silence is little: 
nothing can express an entire existence! 

I renounce every act... I just know 

that in this rose I remain to breathe, 

in just one miserable instant, 

the smell of my life: the smell of my mother... 


Because I don't react, because I don't tremble 
of joy, or do I enjoy some pure anguish? 
Because I don't know how to recognize 

this ancient knot of my existence? 

I know: because the demon is now closed in me 
of anger. A small, deaf, dark one 

feeling that intoxicates me: 

exhaustion, they say, feverish impatience 

of the nerves: but the consciousness is no longer free from them. 
The pain that little by little alienates me, 

if I just abandon myself, 

it detaches itself from me, swirls on its own, 
throbbing disorderly at my temples, 

fills my heart with pus, 

I am no longer the master of my time... 


Nothing could once have overcome me. 
I was closed in my life as in my womb 
maternal, in this ardent 


smell of humble wet rose. 

But I was fighting to get out of it, there in the province 
rural, twenty-year-old poet, always, always 

to suffer desperately, 

desperately to rejoice... The fight 1s over 

with the victory. My private existence 

it is no longer enclosed between the petals of a rose, 
—a home, a mother, a breathless passion. 

It's public. But also the world that was unknown to me 
he approached me, familiar, 

made himself known, and, little by little, 

it forced itself on me, necessary, brutal. 


I can't pretend now that I don't know: 

or of not knowing how it wants me. 

What kind of love 

accounts in this relationship, what infamous understandings. 
Not a flame burns in this hell 

of aridity, and this arid fury 

that prevents my heart 

to react to a perfume, it's a wreck 

of passion... At almost forty years old, 

I find myself angry, like a young man 

who knows nothing about himself that is new, 
and rages against the old world. 

And, like a young man, without mercy 

or modesty, I do not hide 

this state of mine: I will never have peace. 


Poetry in the form of a rose 
Commentary on the texts 


The composition of Poetry in the form of a rose, published by Garzanti in 
1964, dates back to the years 1961-1964. The book is divided into seven 
sections: Reality, Poetry in the form of a rose, Peter II, The book of crosses 
(eliminated in the second edition of June 1994), A desperate vitality, Israel, 
The southern dawn and Project of future works. On the cover flap Pasolini 
indicated the Leitmotif in the «stunted attempt to identify the present 
condition of man (now divided into two Races, rather than into two Classes) 
as the beginning of a New Prehistory». 

The book opens with the Ballad of the Mothers. Epigrammatic in tone, it 
expresses the "anger" against the conformism of many characters of his 
time: petty-bourgeois intellectuals, servants of power and wealth. Vili, who 
has been taught cowardice from one generation to the next; ruthless and 
ferocious with a "vulture-like integrity". Pasolini strikes them in the most 
sacred figure for him, that of the mother. The last line is a quote from 
Brechtian's remake of Marlowe's play Edward II. 

The Supplication to my mother, in couplets by Alessandria, takes up the 
great Pasolini theme of maternal "grace" in direct relation to the "anguish" 
of the son. The childhood bond - marked by the "Immense" commitment to 
being honest and courageous - now presents itself naked and essential, the 
extreme support at the age in which life has given way to pure survival ("I 
beg you, ah, I beg you: do not want to die. / I am here, alone, with you, in a 
future April..."). 

The beautiful flags (title under which Giancarlo Ferretti collected in 
1977 an anthology of Pasolini's responses to readers in the Dialoghi con 
Pasolini column, which appeared in «Vie Nuovi» between 1960 and 1965) 
is a bitter evocation of the old working-class world and peasant and his 
hopes of redemption (the "beautiful flags / of the Forties") against the 


backdrop of a ruthless meditation by the poet on his current condition of 
loneliness and disillusionment. 

From the section The Southern Dawn, a poetic diary of a trip to 
Palestine, we report a passage in which Pasolini describes his meeting with 
a group of kids who were playing near his hotel in Jerusalem and with 
whom he immediately establishes one of those friendships which last one 
evening and then "torn your whole life”. 

Vittoria, the second part of which is anthologized here, is included in a 
1964 Appendix with which the book ends. It is a fundamental composition 
for understanding Pasolini's future ideological evolution, which shows his 
departure from the abstract revolutionary coherence of Togliatti and his 
adherence to Nenni's reformism, in accordance with the concrete 
"incoherence of life". The figure of the former partisan Nenni once again 
evokes the memory of his brother Guido: in a visionary final - which is 
certainly one of the most intense moments of all Pasolini's poetry - Guido 
returns, together with his dead companions, to testify before a "cruelly new 
history" the ideals for which he had fought to the point of sacrificing his 
life. 


Ballad of the mothers 


I wonder what mothers you had. 

If they saw you at work now 

in a world unknown to them, 

taken in a never completed tour 

of experiences so different from theirs, 

What look would they have in their eyes? 

If they were there while you were writing 

your piece, conformists and baroques, 

or you pass it on to broken editors 

with every compromise, would they understand who you are? 


Cowardly mothers, with fear on their faces 
ancient, what such an evil 

distorts the features into whiteness 

that clouds them, distances them from the heart, 
it closes them in the old moral refusal. 
Cowardly, poor, worried mothers 

that children know cowardice 

to ask for a place, to be practical, 

so as not to offend privileged souls, 

to defend themselves from all pity. 


Mediocre mothers, who have learned 
with the humility of little girls, of us, 
a single, naked meaning, 

with souls where the world is damned 
to give neither pain nor joy. 

Mediocre mothers, who didn't have 
never a word of love for you, 

if not of a sordidly silent love 

of a beast, and they raised you in it, 


powerless to the real calls of the heart. 


Servile mothers, accustomed for centuries 
to bow your head without love, 

to pass on to their fetus 

the ancient, shameful secret 

to be content with the remains of the party. 
Servant mothers, who taught you 

how the servant can be happy 

hating those who are, like him, tied up, 
how can it be, cheating, blessed, 

and safe, doing what he doesn't say. 


Fierce mothers, intent on defending 

the little that bourgeois people possess, 
normality and salary, 

almost with anger of those who take revenge 
or be caught in an absurd siege. 

Fierce mothers, who told you: 

Survive! Think of yourself! 

Never feel pity or respect 

for no one, brood in the chest 

your vulture integrity! 


Behold, vile, mediocre, servants, 

ferocious, your poor mothers! 

Who are not ashamed to know you 

— in your hatred — even proud, 

if this is nothing but a valley of tears. 

This is how this world belongs to you: 

made brothers in opposing passions, 

or enemy homelands, with profound rejection 
to be different: to respond 

of the wild pain of being men. 


Beg my mother 


It's difficult to say in son's words 
what in my heart I resemble very little. 


You are the only one in the world who knows about my heart, 
what has always been, before any other love. 


This is why I must tell you what is horrendous to know: 
it is within your grace that my anguish is born. 


You are irreplaceable. For this she is damned 
to loneliness the life you gave me. 


I do not want to be alone. I'm endlessly hungry 
of love, of the love of bodies without souls. 


Because the soul is in you, it is you, but you 
you are my mother and your love is my slavery: 


I spent my childhood a slave to this sense 
high, irremediable, of an immense commitment. 


It was the only way to feel life, 
the one color, the one shape: now it's over. 


We survive: and it's confusion 
of a life reborn outside of reason. 


I beg you, ah, I beg you: don't want to die. 
I'm here, alone, with you, in a future April... 


The beautiful flags 


Morning dreams: when 

the sun already reigns, 

in maturity 

that only the street vendor knows, 

who has been walking the streets for many hours 
with a sick beard 

on the wrinkles of his poor youth: 

when the sun reigns 

on realms of already warm vegetables, on tents 
tired, crazy 

whose clothes already darkly smell of poverty 
—and already hundreds of trams have come and gone 
along the rails of the avenues that surround the city, 
inexpressibly fragrant, 


the dreams of ten in the morning, 

in the sleeper, alone, 

like a pilgrim in his kennel, 

an unknown corpse, 

— appear in shiny Greek characters, 

and, in the simple sacredness of two three syllables, 

filled, precisely, with the whiteness of the triumphant sun — 
they divine a reality, 

matured deep down and now already mature, like the sun, 
to be enjoyed, or to be scared. 


What does the morning dream tell me? 

«the sea, with slow, grandiose waves of blue grains, 
breaks down, working with uterine fury, 
irreducible, 

and almost happy — because it gives happiness 


verifying even the most atrocious act of destiny — 
crumble your island, which now 
it is reduced to a few meters of land..." 


Help, loneliness advances! 
It doesn't matter if I know that I wanted it, like a king. 


In my sleep, in me, a silent child is frightened, 
and asks for mercy, rushes to take action, 
with an agitation 

that "virtue disenchants", poor creature. 

The idea terrifies him 

of being alone 

like a corpse at the bottom of the earth. 


Goodbye, dignity, in the dream, even if it is morning! 
Whoever has to cry cries, 

who must cling to the skirts of other people's clothes, 
clings, and pulls, and pulls, 

so that those faces the color of mud turn away, 

and look into his terrified eyes 

to find out about his tragedy, 

to understand how scary his state is! 


The whiteness of the sun, above everything, 

like a ghost that history 

presses on the eyelids 

with the weight of baroque or Romanesque marble... 
I wanted my solitude. 

For a monstrous trial 

that perhaps he could reveal 

just a dream within a dream... 


And in the meantime, I'm alone. 
Lost in the past. 


(Because man has only one period in his life.) 


Suddenly my poet friends, 

who share the ugly whiteness like me 
of these Sixties, 

men and women, just a little older 

or younger — they are there, in the sun. 


I didn't know how to have grace 

to hold them close to me — in the shadow of a life 
which takes place too closely 

to the radical sloth of my soul. 


Old age, then, did 

of my mother and me 

two masks 

which however have lost nothing 
of morning tenderness 

—and the ancient representation 

it repeats 

in authenticity 

that only dreaming within a dream, 
I could perhaps call by his name. 


The whole world is my unburied body. 
Crumbled atoll 
from the blows of the blue grains of the sea. 


What to do, if not, while awake, have dignity? 

The hour of exile has come, 

perhaps: the hour in which an ancient would have given reality 
to reality, 

and the loneliness that has grown around him, 

it would have taken the form of solitude. 


And I instead — as in the dream — 


I persist in giving myself painful illusions, 

of an earthworm paralyzed by incomprehensible forces: 
"hand! hand! it's just a dream! 

reality 

it's outside, in the triumphant sun, 

in the avenues and empty cafes, 

in the supreme aphonia of ten in the morning, 

a day like any other, with its cross!» 


My friend with the pope's chin, mine 

friend with the brown eye... 

my dear friends from the North 

founded on elective affinities as sweet as life 
— I'm there, in the sun. 


Even Elsa, with her blond pain, 
she — wounded, fallen steed, 
bloody — it's there. 


And my mother is close to me... 

but beyond any time limit: 

we are two survivors in one. 

His sighs, here, in the kitchen, 

his ailments at every shadow of degrading news, 

to any suspicion of the recovery 

of the hatred of the pack of sneering goons 

under my dying room 

— they are nothing but the naturalness of my solitude. 


Like a wife burned at the stake with the king, 

or buried with him 

in a grave that goes away like a little boat 

towards the millennia — the faith of the 1950s, 

is here with me, already slightly beyond the limits of time, 
to be crumbled too 

from the furious patience of the blue grains of the sea. 


my loves of pure sensuality, 

replicated in the sacred valleys of lust, 
sadistic, masochistic, the trousers 

with their warm bag 

where a man's fate is sealed 

—are acts that I alone perform 

in the middle of the stupendously upset sea. 


Little by little the thousands of sacred gestures, 
the hand on the warm swelling, 

the kisses, each time to a different mouth, 
more and more virgin, 

ever closer to the enchantment of the species, 
to the rule that makes children tender fathers, 
very quietly 

they have become stone monuments 

that crowd my solitude by the thousands. 


They wait 

that a new wave of rationality, 

or a dream you had at the bottom of a dream, you talk about it. 
So I wake up, 

Once again: 

and I get dressed, I sit at the work table. 

The sunlight is already more mature, 

the farthest street vendors, 

more acrid, in the markets of the world, the warmth of vegetables, 
along avenues with inexpressible scent, 

on the shores of seas, at the foot of volcanoes. 

The whole world is at work, in its future era. 


But that something "white" 
than in Greek letters 
presented to me, irrevocably, the knowing dream, 


stays on me — dressed, 

at the work table. 

Marble, wax, or lime 

in the eyelids, at the corners of the eyes: 
the joyfully Romanesque whiteness, 
hopelessly baroque, of the sun in sleep. 


Of that whiteness was the true sun, 

the walls of the factories were of that whiteness, 
of that whiteness 

it was the same dust (on dry afternoons, when 
it rained a little the day before), 

of that whiteness were the woolen rags, 

the gray jackets and frayed trousers 

of the workers 

who could still have been partisans: 

of that whiteness 

it was the heat of the new spring, 

oppressed by the memory of other springs 
buried for centuries 

in those same suburbs and towns, 

— and ready, God!, 

ready to be reborn, 

on those walls, on those streets. 


On those walls, on those streets, 

soaked in strange perfume, 

where they bloomed red in the warmth 
the apple trees, the cherry trees: and their red color 
it had a browning, like 

if he were immersed in a hot stormy air, 
an almost brown red, cherries like plums, 
little apples like plums, peeking out, 

tra le brunette, intense 

textures of foliage, calm, almost spring 
he wasn't in a hurry, 


wanted to enjoy that warmth in which the world breathed, 
burning, in the old hope, with a new hope. 


And, above all, I wave it, 

the humble, lazy waving 

of red flags. God!, beautiful flags 

of the Forties! 

Waving one above the other, in a crowd of canvas 
poor, reddish, of a true red, 

which shone through with the shining misery 

of silk blankets, of the laundry of working families 
— and with the fire of cherries, apples, violet 

from the humidity, sanguine from a bit of sun that hit it, 
burning red bundled and trembling, 

in the heroic tenderness of an immortal season! 


From The Southern Dawn 


I was walking around the hotel — it was evening — 
and four or five little boys appeared, 

in the meadow tiger skin, without 

a cliff, a hole, a bit of vegetation 

where to take shelter from possible gunshots: what 
Israel was there, on the same tiger skin, 

dotted with concrete houses and rooms 

walls, like in every suburb. 

I reached them, at that absurd point, 

away from the road, from the hotel, 

from the border. It was yet another friendship, 

one of those that lasts an evening, 

they then torment their whole life. They, 

the dispossessed, and, what's more, children 
(which the underprivileged have the knowledge 

of evil — theft, robbery, lying — 

and, of the children, the naive ideality 

of feeling consecrated to the world), 

they immediately had the old light of love 

— like gratitude — in the back of the eyes. 

And, talking, talking, until 

night fell (and already someone was hugging me, 
saying now that he hated me, now that he didn't, 
he loved me, he loved me), I knew everything about them, 
every simple thing. These were the gods, 

O sons of gods, who mysteriously shot, 

for a hatred that would have pushed them down from the mountains of clay, 
like bloodthirsty spouses, on the invading kibutzim 
on the other half of Jerusalem... 

These beggars, who go to sleep now, 

outdoors, at the end of a suburban lawn. 


With their older brothers, soldiers 

armed with an old rifle and two mustaches 

of mercenaries resigned to old deaths. 

These are the Jordanians terror of Israel, 

these who cry in front of me 

the ancient pain of refugees. One of them, 

deputy of hatred, already almost bourgeois (moralism 
blackmailer, to nationalism that blanches with fury 
neurotic) sings the old refrain to me 

learned from his radio, from his kings — 

another, in his rags, listens absently, 

while, like a puppy, he clings to me, 

not feeling anything else, in the border meadow, 

in the Jordanian desert, in the world, 

what a miserable feeling of love! 


From Victoria 


Where the weapons disappeared, peaceful 
productive Italy that doesn't matter to the world? 
In the calm slave that justifies 


today narrowness like yesterday well-being — from the depths 
to ridicule — and in the most perfect solitude — 
j'accuse! No, calm down, not the Government, or the Latifund, 


or the Monopolies — but only their drudges, 
the Italian intellectuals, all of them, 
even those who rightly judge themselves 


my strong friends. These must have been the worst 
years of their lives: FOR HAVING ACCEPTED 
A REALITY THAT WASN'T THERE. The fruits 


of this connivance, of this embezzled ideal, 
I'm that real reality now has no poets. 
(Me? I am withered and overcome.) 


Now that Togliatti leaves with the echoes 
of the last blood strikes, 
old, among the prophets 


who, alas, were right — I dream in the mud 
hidden weapons, in the elegiac mud 
among little ones playing, old fathers digging, 


while melancholy falls from the tombstones, 
the lists of names are cracking, 
the grave lids blow off, 


and the young corpses with dusters 
that he used in those years, the trousers 
wide, and on the partisan hair the sachet 


military, descend along the walls 
where the markets are, down the lanes 
which connect the first vegetable gardens to the ridges 


of the hills: they come down from the cemeteries. Young men 
with something other than love in my eyes: 
a secret madness, of men who fight 


as if called by a destiny different from theirs. 
With that secret that is no longer secret, 
they descend silently into the first sun, 


and, even so close to death, theirs is a happy step 
of those who have a long way to go in the world. 
But they are inhabitants of the mountain, of the riverbed 


wild of the Po river, of the bottom 
of the cold plain. What do they do among us? 
They come back, and no one stops them. They don't hide 


the weapons — which they hold without pain or joy — 
and no one looks at them, as if blinded by modesty 
for that obscene flash of machine guns, that pace of vultures, 


who go down to their dark duty, in the light of the sun. 


I would like to see who has the courage to tell him 
than the ideal that burns secretly in their eyes 
it is finished, it belongs to another time, than children 


of their brothers haven't fought for years now 
more, and the story cruelly new, 
he gave other ideals, he quietly corrupted them... 


They will touch, rough as poor barbarians, 
the new things that man has developed in these two decades 
he gave himself cruel, things incapable of moving 


those seeking justice... 


But let's party, let's get the bottles 
some good wine from the Cooperative... 
Here's to new victories and new Bastilles! 


Refosco, Baco... Hurray, Hurray! 
Greetings, old man! Come on, comrade! 
And best wishes to the lovely group! 


It comes from beyond the vineyards, from beyond the pond 
of the Fonde, the sun: from the empty tombs, 
from white gravestones, from distant times. 


But now that violent, absurd, with unknown 
voices of emigrants, they are here, 
hanged from lampposts, torn apart by garrotes, 


Who will lead them in the new struggle? 
Take away, he's finally old 
as he has throughout his life 


wanted, and keeps himself alarmed in his chest 
like a pontiff, the good we wish for him, 


even if fixed in epic affection, 


loyalty that accepts even the most inhuman 


fruit of lucidity burnt and tenacious as scabies. 
“Every politics is real politics,” he says 


warrior, with your delicate anger! 
You don't recognize another soul, huh? This 
where there is all the prose of the clever man, 


of the revolutionary attached to honesty 
average of man (also complicity 
it begins with the murders of the Bitter Years 


in protector classicism, which he does 
the decent communist): you don't recognize the heart 
who becomes the slave of his enemy, and goes 


where the enemy goes, led by history 
which is the story of both of them, and makes them, deep down, 
strangely brothers; you don't recognize fears 


of a conscience that, struggling with the world, 
shares the rules of struggle over the centuries, 
as if from a pessimism in which they sink, 


to become more virile, hopes. Glad 
of a joy that knows no behind the scenes 
it is this army — blind within the blind 


sun — of dead young people, who comes 
and wait. If his father, his boss, 
it leaves him alone in the white mountains, in the serene 


plains — absorbed in a mysterious debate 
with Power, linked to its dialectics 


that history renews without peace — 


slowly inside the barbaric chests 


of children, hatred becomes love for hatred, 
burning only in them, the few, the blessed. 


Ah, Despair that knows no codes! 
Ah, Anarchy, free love 
of Holiness, with your brave songs! 


I also take the blame for trying upon myself 
betraying, of fighting by surrendering, 
of accepting the good as the lesser evil, 


symmetrical antinomies that I hold 
in hand like old habits... 
All the problems of man, with their terribleness 


wanting us to be ambiguous (the knot of solitudes 
of the self that feels itself dying 
and does not want to appear before God naked): 


I take everything upon myself, in order to understand, 
from within, the fruit of that ambiguity: 
a lovely man, hence this April 


incalculable, a thousand young people descended from the afterlife, 
they wait confidently for a sign that he has 
the strength of faith without mercy, 


to consecrate their humble anger. 
Poignant, the uncertainty is in him, Nenni 
with which he put himself and the skilled back into play 


coherence, the accepted greatness. 
With whom he renounced the epic affection 
which he could rightfully have become accustomed to 


his soul: and, leaving Brecht's scene, 
to retreat into the dark backgrounds, 
where the uncertain hero learns new real words, 


he broke the chain at his own expense 
which tied him to the people like an old idol, 
giving his old age new pain. 


The young Cervi, my brother Guido, 
the boys who fell in Reggio in the Sixties, 
with their chaste, their strong, their faithful 


eye, seat of the holy light, 
they look at it, and wait for the old words. 
But he, a now divided hero, is missing 


now of the voice that touches the heart: 
turns to reason not reason, 
to the sad sister of reason, who wants 


understand reality in reality, with passion 
which rejects all extremism, all temerity. 
What to tell him? That reality has a new tension 


which is what it is, and no longer has 
more sense than accepting it... 
THAT THE REVOLUTION BECOMES DRYNESS 


YOU HAVE NEVER VICTORY... maybe it's not too late 
for those who want to win, but not with violence 
some old, desperate weapons... 


That you have to sacrifice coherence 
to the inconsistency of life, attempt a dialogue 
creator, even against our conscience. 


That reality, even of this small, miser 
State, it is more than us, it is always an immense thing: 
and we must return, even if it is so bitter... 


But what reason do you want me to listen to this anxious one 
crowd of men, who left — how 
the songs say — the house, the bride, 


life itself, precisely in the name of Reason? 


But there is perhaps a part of Nenni's soul that wants 
tell these comrades — who came from over there, 
with military clothes, holes in the soles 


of bourgeois shoes, and their youth 
innocently bloodthirsty — 
«Where are the weapons? Come on, come on, 


take them, from the straw, from the mud, 
Can't you see that nothing has changed? 
Those who cried are still crying. 


Those of you who have pure and innocent hearts 
let them go and talk in the middle of the hovels, 
to the houses of the poor people, 


than behind its alleys and its walls 
hides the shameful plague, passivity 
of those who know they are cut off from future days. 


Those of you who have a heart 
devoted to damned lucidity, 
go to laboratories, schools, 


to remember that nothing in recent years has 
changed the quality of knowledge, eternal pretext, 
useful and sweet form of Power, NEVER TRUTH. 


Those of you who obey an honest 
old imperative of religion 
let them go among the growing children 


with a heart empty of any real passion, 
to remember that their new evil, 
itis ALWAYS, STILL the division of the world. Those 


finally among you to whom a sad casual birth 
in hopeless families, gave hard shoulders, hair 
criminal curls, dark cheekbones, merciless eyes, 


let them go, to begin with, to the Crespis, to the Agnellis, 
from Valletta, from the powerful people of the Companies 
who brought Europe to the banks of the Po: 


the hour has come for each of them 
proportion to how much he had and how much he hated. 
Those who have taken away from the common good 


precious capital, which no law can 

punish, well, go, tie them with the rope 

of massacres. At the end of Piazzale Loreto 
some are still there, repainted 

petrol pumps, red in the quiet 


little sunshine of spring returning 


with its destiny: it's time to make a burial ground again." 


They're leaving... Help, they're turning their backs on us, 
their backs under their heroic jackets 
of beggars, of deserters... They are so serene 


the mountains to which they return, beats 
so light the machine gun on their side, in step 
which is that of when the sun goes down, on the intact ones 


forms of life — returned the same to the bottom 
and deep inside! Help, they're leaving! They return to theirs 
silent days of Marzabotto or Via Tasso... 


With a split head, our head, darling 
humble of the family, big head of the second son, 
my brother goes back to his bloody sleep, alone 


among the dry leaves, the warm hays 
of a forest in the pre-Alps — in pain 


and the peace of an endless Sunday... 


Yet, this is a day of victory! 


Transhumanating and organizing 
Commentary on the texts 


Trasumanar e organizer (Garzanti 1971) contains poems written between 
1968 and 1970 and is divided into two «books», which are in turn divided 
into sections. The author himself dedicated a long self-review to this 
collection of his (Pasolini reviews Pasolini, collected for the first time in the 
volume II Portico della Morte) in which, lamenting the lack of interest that 
critics had shown upon its release, he illustrated 1ts main themes. 

In the eponymous composition (which concludes Book I) the 
unsuccessful and inescapable dialectic is developed between the 
«trasumanar», that is the «heroic and privileged knowledge» of the abstract 
ideologists of the left, and the «organisation», that is the concrete act at the 
service of the institution (in this case the PCI). According to Pasolini, the 
first is simply the other side of the second: as in the case of Saint Paul (a 
character who always fascinated him and on whom he had planned to make 
a film) in which, as he explained to Jean Duflot, «the other face of sanctity, 
of the rapture to the 'third heaven’ is the organization of the Church". 

An affection and life (included in the Appendix to book I) 1s the first 
love poem of the «Ninetto cycle» (i.e. Ninetto Davoli, actor in some of 
Pasolini's films). 

The other anthologized compositions are included in book I. Verses 
from the testament — one of the most beautiful lyrics in the collection — is a 
bitter reflection on loneliness, to which obsessively repeated sexual 
encounters bring no comfort. A desire for "normality", for domestic 
warmth, seems to emerge. But no price is too high for freedom: «There is 
no dinner or lunch or satisfaction in the world, / worth an endless walk 
through the poor streets, / where you have to be wretched and strong, 
brothers of dogs». 

The poetry of tradition (the last of the limping Poems) should be placed 
alongside the Calderon tragedy: on the cover flap Pasolini recommended it 


to readers who «of a book of poems, read only one». The theme is that of 
the historical void of recent generations. In this regard we read in the self- 
review: «The nostalgia for a way of being that belongs to the past (and 
which sometimes gives Pasolini almost a timid and awkward reactionary 
fury) and which will never be restored again, for a definitive victory of evil 
, transforms into a kind of cosmic pity for those young brothers destined to 
live existentially, from now on, with new values that seem intolerable to 
Pasolini. And it seems that he hopes that from the tragedy caused by the 
failure of the Student Movement a new figure of 'son' will be born, who 
miraculously regains the ancient characteristics of humility, obedience, non- 
ageressive rebellion, the eagerness to know, grace linked to youth perhaps 
also as a sin of resignation or sensuality or carefreeness, of revolutionary 
but not triumphalistic strength, etc. etc.". 

Fear of me? (which opens the section The Holy City) belongs to the 
small love songbook for Maria Callas, to whose amorous passion the poet 
responds with the proposal of brotherly love; the title alludes to Manrico's 
famous romance in Trovatore. Regarding this group of poems Pasolini 
writes in his self-review: «It is in the book of this 'Maria' that we read some 
interesting things about the figure of Pasolini, not only present, but also 
seen retrospectively. I am referring above all to the section 'The Holy City’, 
where Pasolini speaks of a 'void in the cosmos', which is a void for him, not 
for others: indeed, it is precisely in that void that the City arises; which City 
is founded by the Father. The emptiness of the cosmos therefore means for 
Pasolini his total inexperience of the Father. His culture comes, 
consequently, entirely from Her, the Repressed, the Mother kept in the 
countryside, or on the fringes of the City." 


Transhumanating and organizing 


Just before I put the Boules Quies in my ears 

in the hour when no serious person would write poetry. 

In the hour when the conscience 1s dirtiest. 

It seems impossible that a man could do 

such simple experiences so late. 

I was evidently blinded by a policy that was not simple. 

I was in the hall of the Istituto Luce 

(without this exalted confidence of those who write poetry). 
Strange that I saw it so late with my own eyes 

of the things that, for some time, 

they probably happen every day. 

The crowd was crowded around a table without microphones. 
We spoke while sitting on a chair. 

I repeat: it was an hour in which one was not certain of poetry. 
Everyone was uncertain, because only tiredness brings excitement. 
For a director, those faces were a vital morning discovery. 
Who do you contact to register for the PCI? 

Well, it is he who I am addressing, whoever he may be. 

It seems incredible — I tell him — that simple things 

It takes them a long time to reveal themselves for what they are. 
The workers want the PCI as it essentially is. 

Now, this will has finally appeared to me in all its clarity. 
And, since this is simply a letter, even if the time 

it is the ritual one in which non-serious poets write poems, 

I will say that this will is the will of the institutions. 

The workers next to me, and the workers, perhaps for the first time 
in their lives equal to men, in this little strike, 

they were carnal presences of that will. 

Now, this happened. Some young bystanders 

delegates to give their adhesions, one after the other. 

A provincial Christian Democrat deputy also speaks. 


Recommends good manners. As for the rest, she has learned 

to say everything with other words: that is, to say nothing. 

He also talks (it's true) about difficulties: a polite way of saying it 

that not everything you ask for can be obtained. 

Nice way of also saying that goodwill already goes a long way. 

Furthermore, since it can also be provoked with provincial kindness 

he says that the present assembly is not political. 

And here are some young men, with barbarian mustaches, 

and foreheads hard and low like those of grazing animals, 

here they are shouting at the provocation with the ways of provocation. 

They are, unfortunately, what they seem. They scream: 

«Not democracy but revolution!». She got hysterical. 

No one could ever hold them back: the extremist cry 

it saves them like a medicine that silences reality. 

Pale, with prominent cheekbones, small hard foreheads, 

the large mustache twisted at right angles, tobacco colour. 

They are joined by other less young intellectuals. 

They have in common only their paleness and their altered voice. 

As if a spirit had descended into that large room 

and had filled few people with himself, leaving others empty. 

The young and no longer young extremists were transfigured 

from their cry as from a daily salvation: and they did not give 

in no way a sign of reasonably wanting to give it up. 

The workers are patient a little. Then they lose patience. 

And it was a coincidence that they didn't kick him out there. 

Common sense has prevailed, first cracked, after all, by other common 
sense. 

So, I saw it with my own eyes for the first time 

the worker pounces with his big hands on the shouting intellectual. 

The scene was also watched through the eyes of a communist deputy. 

Like a clever boy, he had managed to control himself 

while those lost ones shouted: to control themselves just like a worker. 

And when, then, some workers, out of pure and simple impatience, 

he started shouting too, and raising his hands; 

he contemplated again, with his eyes slightly more opaque 

on his stubby neck. 


I too was silent and contemplated. But for different reasons: 

How much I resemble those screaming imbeciles. 

At least as much as the Piedmontese deputy resembles the workers. 

My extremist screams are more elaborate and less imbecile, it's true. 

However, no, it is not an examination of conscience that I now want to do, 

and even less yet another confession of my sins. 

I don't even want to admit that I'm making off-the-cuff simplifications 

and therefore of rhetoric - which are the spirit of every institution: 

even that desired by the will of the workers. 

I simply mean this: that from now on 

I will silence my scruples of truth, wronging myself. 

Do I love institutions or not? Isn't this the truest truth? 

So why fight for that other truth, 

that I am forced to love, being forced to live on the edge 

of institutions like a bandit? 

I commit yet another act of cowardice. Return to order. 

If I could join the PCI, I would. And I would act accordingly, 

with a loyalty that can even go as far as silencing the conscience. 

It's nothing new that a man should be forced to choose 

between two lives of compromise, and give up. After all 

I have always opposed the PCI with dedication, waiting for it 

a response to my objections. So as to proceed dialectically! 

This answer never came: a fraternal controversy 

was mistaken for a blasphemous controversy. 

But wasn't it a mistake to blame myself for a banal injustice? 

Institutions are unjust: so what? 

But it is only for the institutions that there is a relationship between me and 
these workers. 

And I'm not just talking about the PCI, but also about everything that 
preceded it, 

established in millenary history, which binds me to these men. 

Their will is to have commandments from a father: 

they have already had great courage to free themselves from their old father 

and to replace it, thus achieving their only possible freedom. 

Let's be clear: this pure and simple eventuality 

to join the PCI today, at almost forty-seven years old, 


it doesn't happen just because I'm not yet capable of voting 

of chastity: but also because the misunderstanding continues, 

and I know myself incorrigible in pursuing my mania for truth, 

(I don't know if it's the truth or love for it: but it's a mania 

this is certain: perhaps self-harm, perhaps attachment to my fate 

of the chosen one, destined to choose between vulgarity and idealism). 

By pure contradiction, consolatory, I must however consider 

even the totally opposite hypothesis: that is: this pure and simple 

possibility of signing up, cannot be explained only with a hypocritical 
calculation, 

but, if anything, to a calculation due to my strange balance, which binds me, 

deep down, without my knowledge, naturally, to these workers. 

I betray a pact of loyalty — that towards my idealistic self — 

because it seems more right to me to adapt to the loyalty pact 

with the workers, and with their Party, which is how they want it. 

I read this will of theirs (oh, there is no doubt, modestly human) 

in the already dark air, with the day fading behind the only window. 

I have always seen them lost, each in his cell, in his laboratory, 

in his warehouse; each in his own wage lot, poor and patient 

supporter of a family, cheerful procurer of the "piece of bread". 

The same peace with human things, be they slow motion pictures or souls, 

be they films or events, which I observed in them, absolute, 

in those noontimes of work, in those sacred mornings without history, 

I'm watching it now. My eye cannot fail to register the enormities 

of these faces — bison or ants, dromedaries or blackbirds, 

or all these things together — in features ground by everyday life: 

from the misery of a life so engulfed in its fate, 

which can only be without choices, devoted to a single experience. 

Their knowledge does not correspond to reality, but to this reality. 

And it is a miserable and whole knowledge, petty and strong. 

It can only produce institutions, miserable and petty 

who must seek wholeness and strength. Sign up to the PCI 

it would mean collaborating in this research, through renunciation 

to a knowledge, heroic and privileged, which seeks to correspond to reality 

and to defend its ruthless demands. 

Which I could do elsewhere, in another location. 


Eh, it's natural that I would then have to adapt to this dissociation. 

Every calculation implies it; every pact, every degradation: 

I will be divided: silenced and official, in acting, critical and alone 

in writing poetry. It's not this separation 

that has always been wanted — perhaps rightly so? 

It is no coincidence that I have the sacred and unctuous hand of Saint Paul 
on my back 

which pushes me to this step. 

Isn't the temporal contemporaneity of transhumanar organizing? 

The screaming intellectuals will certainly have something to be indignant 
about 

(assisted by Zhdanov's shadow who don't even know who he was) 

from my drawing conclusions from the color of the darkening air 

on these faces lit up in the world of action 

like on the other side of the sky. 

But our world is schizoid, dear friends, dear official 

of the PCI, to whom this non-formal letter is addressed. 


An affection and life 


I have an affection greater than any love 

on which to expose unusable deductions - 

All the experiences of love 

they are in fact made mysterious by that affection 

in which they are repeated identically. 

I'm bonded by it 

because it prevents me from others. 

But I'm free because I'm a little freer from myself. 

Life loses interest because it has been reduced to a theater 
in which the phases of this affection take place: 

and so I lost the thrill of having unknown roads 

to be taken every evening 

(to the old wind that announces changes of hours and seasons). 
But what a thrill to be able to say: "I don't travel anymore." 
Everything is monotonous because there is nothing else in everything 
that a certain twinkle of eyes, 

a certain way of running that's a bit funny, 

a certain way of saying «Paolo», and a certain way 

to be heartbroken due to resignation. 

But everything is put into doubt by the fear that something will change. 
In every love there is a fusion between the person you love 
and someone else: but this is natural. In affection 

but this seems so unnatural: 

fusion occurs at such depths 

that it is not possible to give explanations, draw reasons 

to congratulate oneself, whatever it may be, on one's fate. 
The tenderness that such affection imposes 

deep down, it neither leads nor fertilizes 

nor to be fertilized, even if for fun; 

yet one succumbs to it 

with the same sense of falling into the void 


that you feel when you sow the seed when you die 
and you become fathers. Finally (but how many others 
things could still be said!), 

although it seems absurd, for such an affection, 

one might even give one's life. In fact, I believe 

that this affection is nothing more than a pretext 

to know you have a chance — the only one — 

to get rid of oneself without pain. 


Verses from the will 


Loneliness: you have to be very strong 

to love solitude; you have to have good legs 

and an uncommon resistance; you shouldn't risk it 

cold, flu or sore throat; they need not be feared 

robbers or murderers; if you have to walk 

throughout the afternoon or perhaps throughout the evening 

you have to know how to do it without realizing it; there is nothing to sit 
down; 

especially in winter; with the wind blowing on the wet grass, 

and with large stones among the damp and muddy rubbish; 

there's no comfort at all, there's no doubt about that, 

in addition to having a whole day and night ahead of you 

without duties or limits of any kind. 

Sex is an excuse. However many meetings there are 

— and even in winter, on the streets abandoned to the wind, 

among the waste fields against the distant buildings, 

they are many — they are but moments of solitude; 

the warmer and more alive is the gentle body 

who anoints with seed and goes away, 

colder and more deadly is the beloved desert around; 

it is it that fills with joy, like a miraculous wind, 

not the innocent smile or the murky arrogance 

of those who then leave; he brings with him a youth 

enormously young; and in this he is inhuman, 

because it leaves no traces, or rather, it leaves only one trace 

which is always the same in all seasons. 

A boy with his first loves 

it is nothing other than the fruitfulness of the world. 

It is the world that thus arrives with him; appears and disappears, 

like a shape that changes. All things remain intact, 

and you can travel half the city, you will never find him again; 


the act is performed, its repetition is a ritual. So 

the loneliness is even greater if a whole crowd 

awaits his turn: the number of disappearances is growing — 

to leave is to escape — and the following looms over the present 
as a duty, a sacrifice to be made to the desire for death. 

As we get older, however, tiredness begins to make itself felt, 
especially when dinner time has just passed, 

and nothing has changed for you; then for a breath you don't scream or cry; 
and this would be enormous if it weren't just tiredness, 

and maybe a little hungry. Huge, because she would like to say 
that your desire for solitude could not be more satisfied, 

so what awaits you, if what is not considered solitude 

Is it real loneliness, the one you can't accept? 

There is no dinner or lunch or satisfaction in the world, 

worth an endless walk through the poor streets, 

where you have to be wretched and strong, brothers of dogs. 


The poetry of tradition 


Oh unfortunate generation! 

What will happen tomorrow, if this ruling class — 

when they were just starting out 

they did not know the poetry of tradition 

they made it an unhappy experience because without 
realistic smile was inaccessible to him 

and even for the little they knew her, they had to demonstrate 
of wanting to get to know her yes but with detachment, outside the game. 
Oh unfortunate generation! 

that in the winter of '70 you used fancy coats and shawls 
and you were spoiled 

who taught you not to feel inferior — 

you removed your divinely childish uncertainties — 
anyone who is not aggressive is an enemy of the people! Ah! 
The books, the old books passed before your eyes 

like objects of an old enemy 

you felt the obligation not to give in 

in front of the beauty born from forgotten injustices 

you were ultimately devoted to good feelings 

from which you defended yourself as from beauty 

with racial hatred against passion; 

you came into the world, which is large and yet so simple, 
and you found those who laughed at tradition, 

and you took this falsely ribald irony literally, 

erecting youth barriers against the ruling class of the past 
youth passes quickly; oh unfortunate generation, 

you will reach middle age and then old age 

without having enjoyed what you had the right to enjoy 
and which cannot be enjoyed without anxiety and humility 
and so you will understand that you have served the world 
against whom you "carried the fight forward" with zeal: 


it was he who wanted to discredit history - his own; 

it was it that wanted to make a clean sweep of the past — its own; 
oh unfortunate generation, and you obeyed by disobeying! 

It was that world that asked his new children to help him 

to contradict oneself, to continue; 

you will find yourselves old without the love of books and life: 
perfect inhabitants of that renewed world 

through his reactions and repressions, yes, yes, it's true, 

but above all through you, who rebelled 

just as it wanted, Automaton as Everything; 

no tears filled your eyes 

against a Baptistery with ringleaders and boys 

intent from season to season 

nor did you have tears for an octave of the sixteenth century, 
nor tears (intellectual, due to pure reason) 

you did not know or recognize the tabernacles of the ancestors 
nor the seats of the master fathers, painted by 

—and all other sublime things 

it won't make you jump (with those burning tears) 

the verse of an anonymous symbolist poet who died in 

the class struggle caught you and prevented you from crying: 
harden yourself against everything that does not smack of good feelings 
and desperate aggression 

you spent a youth 

and, if you were intellectuals, 

so you didn't want to be completely, 

while this was your true duty among many, 

and why did you commit this betrayal? 

for the sake of the worker: but no one asks a worker 

of not being a worker to the core 

the workers did not cry in front of the masterpieces 

but they did not perpetrate betrayals that lead to blackmail 
and therefore to unhappiness 

oh unfortunate generation 

you will cry, but with lifeless tears 

because maybe you won't even know how to go back 


to what, having not had, you have not even lost; 

poor Calvinist generation as at the origins of the bourgeoisie 
childishly pragmatic, childishly active 

you sought salvation in the organization 

(which can produce nothing but another organization) 

and you have passed the days of youth 

speaking the language of bureaucratic democracy 

never abandoning the repetition of formulas, 

because it is not possible to organize meaning with words, 
but by formulas yes, 

you will find yourself using paternal authority at the mercy of power 
inexpressible who wanted you against power, 

unfortunate generation! 

As I grew older I saw your heads full of pain 

where a confused idea swirled, an absolute certainty, 

a presumption of heroes destined not to die — 

oh unlucky guys, what have you seen at your fingertips 

a wonderful victory that didn't exist! 


Fear of me? 


Oh, a terrible fear; 

Happiness explodes 

against those windows in the dark 

But such joy, which makes you sing in your voice 
it is a return from the dead: and who can ever laugh — 
Behind, under the blackened sky 

Chthonic reappearance! 

I'm not joking: you have experience 

of a place I have never explored, A VOID 

IN THE COSMOS 

It is true that my land is small 

But I have always talked about unexplored places 
with a certain happiness, almost as if it weren't true 
But you are here, in voice 

The moon has risen; 

the waters flow; 

the world does not know that it is new and its new day 
it ends against the high cornices and the black sky 
Who is there, in that VOID OF THE COSMOS, 
that you carry in your desires and know? 

There is the father, yes, him! 

Do you think I know him? Oh, how wrong you are; 
how naively you take for granted what is not at all; 
merge the whole speech, taken up here, singing, 

on this presumption which for you is humble 

and you don't know how superb it is 

it bears within itself the signs of the mortal will of the majority — 
The cheerful eye of me never descended to Hell, 
wandering infernal shadow 

hides 

And you fall for it 


Only that Adult Man knows what is reality 

that is, what must be known; 

she, the Adult Woman, stay in Hell 

or in the Shadow that precedes life 

and from there he also works his evil spells, his spells; 
odiala, odiala, odiala; 

and if you sing and no one hears you, smile 

simply because, for now, in the meantime, you are victorious — 
in voice like a greedy young daughter 

who however experienced sweetness; 

Paris casts a low sky behind you 

with the texture of black branches; now classics; 

this is the history - 

You smile at the Father — 

that person about whom I have no information, 

that I frequented in a dream that I evidently don't remember - 
strange, it's from that monster of authority 

which also comes from the sweetness 

if nothing else as resignation and brief victory; 

damn, how I ignored it; so ignored as to know nothing — 
what to do? 

You give, you spread gifts, you need to give, 

but He gave you your gift, like everything else; 

and the gift of Nobody is a Nothing; 

I pretend to receive; 

I thank you, sincerely grateful; 

But the faint, fleeting smile 

it's not about shyness; 

it is dismay, more terrible, much more terrible 

to have a separate body, in the realms of being — 

if it's a fault 

if it is nothing but an accident: but in place of the Other 
for me there 1s a void in the cosmos 

a void in the cosmos 

and from there you sing. 


Minor and unpublished collections, dispersed poems 
Commentary on the texts 


In addition to the main poetic books, Pasolini also published a certain 
number of plaquettes or minor collections and prepared others which have 
remained unpublished; furthermore he left numerous poems missing, 
excluded from the various collections or of an occasional nature. Much of 
this material is now brought together in the Mondadori edition of Tutti le 
Poems of «Meridiani» (2003). 

From the volume Dal diario (1945-47), printed by Edizioni Salvatore 
Sciascia in 1954 and including part of a collection of Diarii of which 
Pasolini had already published some lyrics in a plaquette released with this 
title in Casarsa in 1945, we report two lyrics, Close to the eyes and loose 
hair and My mother, almost young, bent over, in which two Friulian scenes 
are painted in a light that already fades into melancholy and regret: Pier 
Paolo's room with the candle that illuminates his papers, when in the the 
next room his brother Guido was still sleeping, and an enchanting noon on 
the banks of the Livenza. Connecting the two texts is the figure of the 
mother, who in the first is evoked while she is combing her hair while 
thinking of Guido, «that lifeless son of hers», and in the second she is 
described in the act of picking a primrose, bending over the river. 

Il Canzoniere per T. (1945-46) is a collection of love poems — all written 
in Sapphic stanzas — for a young farmer, Antonio (Tonuti) Spagnol, with 
whom Pasolini had an intense and conflictual love story that began in the 
last months of 1944, when he was displaced with his family in the village of 
Versuta, and also narrated in the unfinished novel Atti impuri. The 
collection remained unpublished and was published in full for the first time 
only in the «Meridiani» edition of All Poems. We report two compositions, 
Silence, and that silence was infinite and Incredulous waters, marvelous 
herbs, in which the enchantment for the innocent and almost fabulous 
beauty of the boy stands out even more against the background of the 


anguished thoughts of the lover who already imagines the distance and 
oblivion. 

Marilyn, the lyric that Pasolini wrote on the occasion of the death of 
Marilyn Monroe (1963) appears with some cuts in the film La rage, where 
it is splendidly recited by Giorgio Bassani. Marilyn becomes here a new 
incarnation of that unconscious beauty - «because otherwise it would not 
have been beauty» — that Pasolini had contemplated in the Friulian peasants 
and in the underclasses of the Roman villages: but a more delicate and 
fragile incarnation, of a "little girl", of a "little sister". minor". 

Diario is part of the collection Poesie marxiste, designed by Pasolini 
between 1964 and 1965 and remained in a draft state: the remaining 
materials were also published in full for the first time in the edition of 
«Meridian». It is a painful meditation that anticipates some themes of 
Trasumanar e organizer (see here, for example, the Verses of the testament): 
walking through a nocturnal and rainy Rome, described with nightmarish 
hues ("furious stars like needles in the sky, / which the white clouds make 
dark with a terrifying blue"), the poet now feels the need to abandon his 
obsessive search for love and to invest all his freedom in an "unknown life", 
which is in reality the path towards the death. 

In 1962 Pasolini began working on a project, Bestemmia, which at first 
was that of a film about Saint Francis, or rather about a medieval saint of 
his own invention but similar to Francis. In the following years, until 
around 1967, he continued to develop it, transforming it into a «screenplay 
in poem form» or «poem in screenplay form», according to his own 
definitions of the text, which in the end he decided to leave in the state of 
fragment, proposing to include it in a volume that should have collected all 
his poems and should have been entitled Bestemmia: an indication of the 
crucial importance that the work, dedicated «to that delightful man who was 
John XXIII», had for Pasolini. About 4000 verses remain of it, divided into 
scenes each bearing a title: Pasolini published only a passage taken from the 
fourth scene, Casale, in the magazine «Cinema & film» of March 1967. The 
story is that of a pimp, Bestemmia, who lives on the outskirts of medieval 
Rome - a sort of "Accattone of the year 1100" - and who after a mystical 
vision becomes a saint and founds a heretical order fighting against the 
papacy. The passage reported is a speech in which Bestemmia claims his 
direct, interior relationship with Christ, a Christ whose nature is not 


symbolic and spiritual - the one described by a two thousand year long 
tradition - but carnal and historical, «an idea of Christ prior to every style, 
to every course of history, to every fixation, to every development": almost 
a synthesis between the Christ with the "young body" of the Nightingale of 
the Catholic Church and the non-conformist and revolutionary one of the 
Gospel according to Matthew, film produced in the same years. The final 
destiny of Bestemmia will in fact be that of being abandoned by God and of 
inviting his companions to take up arms for an entirely earthly 
revolutionary struggle. 

The PCI for young people!! appears at first sight as a typical example of 
"article in verse", as practiced by Pasolini in the last phase of his poetic 
activity. In reality, despite having included it in the collection of essays 
Empirismo eretico (1972), he insists a lot, in the Apologia that accompanies 
it and in other self-commentaries, on the poetic nature of the text, defined in 
a note even as an ode, albeit of « bad verses." It should therefore not be read 
on a single level, but taking into account a series of semantic stratifications 
that make its meaning complex: «Let it therefore be clear — Pasolini warns — 
that I wrote these ugly verses on multiple registers at the same time: and 
therefore they are all ‘doubled’, that is, ironic and _ self-deprecating. 
Everything is said in quotation marks." This makes us better understand the 
provocative ideas expressed there and which immediately sparked a wave 
of polemical interventions. The events to which the poem refers and in the 
wake of which it was composed are the clashes between students and the 
police which occurred in Valle Giulia, Rome, on 1 March 1968: Pasolini 
declares himself here, in a completely surprising way for a left-wing 
intellectual, on the side of the police. The reason for this stance lies in the 
fact that he saw in the students the representatives of the rich and the 
bourgeoisie, of a bourgeoisie which had now become - in neo-capitalist 
society - no longer just a class but a "disease of the whole world". The 
policemen on the other hand «are children of the poor. / They come from 
the suburbs, whether rural or urban": despite being used as hitmen, they 
belong to the world of those "excluded" from Power. But in the final verses, 
as in many of the subsequent self-commentaries, Pasolini makes a sort of 
retraction by declaring that it was indeed a "provocation" towards the 
students, a sort of captatio malevolentiae. 


Close to the eyes and loose hair 

above your forehead, you little light, 
distracted I redden my cards. 

As a teenager I burned until the night 

with your faint light, and it was strange 
hearing the wind and the isolated crickets. 
So, in the rooms, forgetful 

the relatives and my brother were asleep 
beyond a thin wall he lay. 

Now where are you, red light, 

you do not say, yet you illuminate; and sighs 
for the inanimate countryside the cricket; 
and my mother combs her hair in the mirror, 
custom as ancient as your light, 

thinking of his lifeless son. 


My mother, almost young, bent over 

on Livenza, he picks a primrose 

erect, foreign... The Moors, from Sacile, 
ring in the pure air, 

the midday time... And the fresh weight 

of my boy's shirt, 

the indefinite cloud in the blue, 

the smell like a silent scream, 

of the impubious fields... Everything comes at me 
with the flight of the swallow in the senses, 
and here, enervated on the grass, again 
only my living heart remains of me. 


You were silent, and that silence was infinite. 
Then you broke it with a laugh and short words, 
light words. Then he returned infinite. 

Sweet boy! 


Who placed you at my side, or sent you 

do I live to me do I live? You innocent kisses 
my face, which, young, now looks 

the sky, the fields... 


But do you see those mists on the horizon? 
Sweet child, beyond them together 

with a few steps we will be, images 

forget. 


Your beautiful body, the kisses, and the fabulousness 
love that unites us just waits 

those few steps, and it's sweeter in this one 

despair. 


Incredulous waters, wonderful herbs 
I loved, and still do, his warm hand 
I hold in mine, against the opponent 
walking moon 


So from the past, as from the shadow 

of the grove, he comes out, and his cheeks 
they light up, stripped of colors, 

to the white sky. 


I look at the solitude of the light 

that snows among the uncertain clouds 
above the human form of the child 
which is here near me. 


He doesn't know that the red on the lips is purple 
arcane seems extinct, and walking 

with his foreign step across a field 

that I see in a dream. 


Marilyn 


Of the ancient world and the future world 

only beauty remained, and you, 

poor little sister, 

the one who runs after her older brothers, 

and laughs and cries with them, to imitate them, 
and puts on their scarves, 

touches without sight their books, their knives, 


you little sister, 

you wore that beauty humbly, 

and your soul as a daughter of little people, 

you never knew you had it, 

because otherwise it wouldn't have been beauty. 
He disappeared, like a speck of gold. 


The world taught you. 
Thus your beauty became his. 


Of the stupid ancient world 

and of the fierce future world 

she remained a beauty who was not ashamed 
to allude to little sister's small breasts, 

to the small belly so easily naked. 

And for this reason it was beauty, the same 
who have the sweet beggars of color, 

the gypsies, the daughters of the traders 
winners of competitions in Miami or Rome. 
He disappeared, like a golden dove. 


The world taught you, 
and so your beauty was no longer beauty. 


But you continued to be a child, 

foolish like antiquity, cruel like the future, 

and between you and your power-possessed beauty 

he put on all the stupidity and cruelty of the present. 

You always carried it with you, like a smile between tears, 
immodest due to passivity, indecent due to obedience. 
Obedience requires many swallowed tears. 

Giving yourself to others, 

too many cheerful glances, asking for their pity. 

He disappeared, like a white golden shadow. 


Your beauty survived from the ancient world, 
requested by the future world, possessed 
from the present world, it thus became an evil. 


Now the older brothers finally turn around, 

they stop their damned games for a moment, 

they emerge from their inexorable distraction, 

and ask themselves: «Is it possible that Marilyn, 

did little Marilyn show us the way?” 

Now it's you, the first, you youngest sister, 

the one who counts for nothing, poor thing, with her smile, 
you are the first beyond the gates of the world 

abandoned to his fate of death. 


Diary 


"T don't feel like it anymore" I say to myself - almost out loud - 

at nine in the evening, for Tuscolana, the night of Boxing Day, 

with the sky clearing after the rain — in front of the Mandrione — 

the innocent "others", in frozen cars, or on foot, returning 

from family outings - in the hostile night - or go in search of love, 

beyond the seventeenth-century fountain, and the arches on the railway — 

to the passing roar of locomotives or freight trains — amidst showers 

of dry rain — of pain — and furious stars like needles in the sky, 

which the white clouds make dark with a terrifying blue — 

«I don't feel like it anymore — I say to myself, with my shoes heavy with 
mud — 

of that love..." 

I smile, I think of a verse from the morning, in Assisi: 

“Substitute myself for another in self-love,” was that verse. 

"T don't want love anymore." 

Among passers-by's coats blown by the wind, under frightening stars, 

the question arises from itself: «So... 

in which to invest my freedom?". 

And the prompt response: «On death!». And the meaning 

of truth of all this. However I walk, 

knowing that he had to die... — a death 

«as an investment of freedom»! I think 

to something else, to something else. An unknown life begins. 


From Blasphemy 


«How else do God's witnesses speak if not by example? 
The words that I now say, 

they are but one part, the last, of the example 
that I, witness of God, give you with my presence, 
that is, with my life. 

Don't throw your spirit into the fight! 

Throw your body into the fight! 

It is with it that your spirit, what you are, speaks. 
How much Christ spoke! 

Yet nothing spoke more than her body 

nailed to the cross in silence. 

Don't use words, don't use images, 

don't use symbols. 

Be what you are! 

Don't pass through any symbols! 

Always be what you are. 

Torn with your hands, trampled under your feet 
every symbol; throw away the crosses. 

Let Christ speak to himself, 

not with his words, not with words about him. 
And where Christ is, he is within us. 

The words and the images 

they resemble gold; 

if there is no gold there 1s no wealth, 

but gold is nothing if not a symbol. 

Therefore wealth is nothing. 

It is not in reality. 

So Christ: if He were only in us 

because there are its symbols, which are nothing, 
He too would be nothing: because He must exist 
without symbols, He must exist in reality. 


Have you ever seen wealth in reality? 

perhaps, wealth without gold? No! 

But if this wealth existed without gold, it would be divine. 
But unlike wealth which does not exist without gold 
Christ is without the gold of words. 

Christ is, in reality. 

So why don't we just stay with him? 

Why do we use trading symbols? 

What do I do with Christ? 

that you sell me with your word or your image, 

that is, with your symbols 

which are the necessity of life 

and therefore its alteration, 

the accepted loss of its reality? 

Life is the seat of unreality, 

yet I tell you that there is only life; 

because living means just living, 

and reality only means reality, 

and life is lived with itself 

and reality is represented with reality. 

All other signs are an agreement 

comfortable with which each of you 

he overcomes the difficulty of just being himself 
and recognizes itself as something in common with others. 
I use this means that makes reality common 
because you have the eyes and ears of men. 

But you don't listen to my words, 

follow my example! 

And each of you will live in Christ 

not in his words." 


The PCI for young people!! 
(Notes in verse for a prose poem followed by an «Apology») 


Is sad. The controversy against 

the PCI had to be done in the first half 

of the past decade. You are late, children. 

And it doesn't matter if you weren't even born then... 
Now journalists from all over the world (including 
those of television) 

they lick you (as I believe they still say in the language 
of the Universities) the ass. Not me, friends. 

You have the faces of father's children. 

Good breed does not lie. 

You have the same bad eye. 

You are fearful, uncertain, desperate 

(very good!) but you also know how to be 

bullies, blackmailers and confident: 

petty-bourgeois prerogatives, friends. 

When you got into a fight yesterday in Valle Giulia 
with the policemen, 

I sympathized with the cops! 

Because policemen are children of poor people. 
They come from the suburbs, whether rural or urban. 
As for me, I know very well 

their way of having been children and teenagers, 

the precious thousand lire, the father also remained a boy, 
because of poverty, which does not give authority. 
The mother hardened like a porter, oh tender one, 
for some disease, like a little bird; 

the many brothers; the hut 

among the gardens with red sage (in soils 

others, parceled out); the bass 

on the sewers; or the apartments in the large ones 


public housing blocks, etc. etc. 

And then, look at how they dress: like clowns, 

with that rough fabric that smells like food 
quartermaster and people. Worst of all, of course, 

it is the psychological state to which they are reduced 
(for about forty thousand lire a month): 

without a smile anymore, 

without any more friendship with the world, 
separated, 

excluded (in an exclusion that has no equal); 
humiliated by the loss of the quality of men 

for that of policemen (being hated makes you hate). 
They are twenty years old, your age, dear ones. 

We obviously agree against the institution of the police. 
But blame the Judiciary, and you'll see! 

The police boys 

that you for sacred hooliganism (of chosen tradition 
Risorgimento) 

of father's sons, you have beaten, 

they belong to the other social class. 

In Valle Giulia, yesterday, there was a fragment 

of class struggle: and you, friends (although on the side 
of reason) you were the rich, 

while the policemen (who were on the side 

wrong) were the poor. Nice victory, then. 

your! In these cases, 

Cops get flowers, friends. 

«Popolo» and «Corriere della Sera», «Newsweek» and «Monde» 
they lick your ass. You are their children, 

their hope, their future: if they reproach you 

they are certainly not preparing for a class struggle 
against you! If ever, 

to the old infighting. 

For those who, intellectual or worker, 

it's out of this fight of yours, the idea is very funny 
that a young bourgeois beats an old man 


bourgeois, and send an old bourgeois to prison 

a young bourgeois. Mildly 

Hitler's times return: the bourgeoisie 

loves to punish himself with his own hands. 

I ask forgiveness from those one thousand or two thousand young brothers 
of mine 

who operate in Trento or Turin, 

in Pavia or Pisa, 

in Florence and a little also in Rome, 

but I have to say: the Student Movement 

does not frequent the gospels whose reading 

his middle-aged sycophants attribute to him, 

to feel young and create blackmail virginity: 

only one thing students really know: 

the moralism of the magistrate or professional father, 

the conformist violence of the older brother 

(naturally set on his father's path), 

hatred for the culture of their mother's origins 

peasants, even if already distant. 

You know this, dear children. 

And you apply it through two mandatory feelings: 

awareness of your rights (you know, democracy 

takes into consideration only you) and aspiration 

in power. 

Yes, your slogans are always relevant 

the seizure of power. 

I read impotent ambitions in your beards 

in your pale, desperate snobbery, 

in your fleeting eyes sexual dissociations, 

in too much health arrogance, in too little health contempt 

(only for those few of you who come from the middle class 

lowly, or from some working-class family, 

these defects have some nobility: 

know yourself and the Barbiana school!) 

Occupy the universities 

but say that the same idea comes 


to young workers. 

So: 

«Corriere della Sera» and «Popolo», «Newsweek» and «Monde» 
they will be very attentive 

in trying to understand their problems? 

The police will just take a beating 

inside an occupied factory? 

It's a banal observation; 

and blackmail. But above all vain: 

because you are bourgeois 

and therefore anti-communist. The workers, they, 

they remained at 1950 and further back. 

An idea as old as that of the Resistance 

(which was contested twenty years ago, 

and worse for you if you weren't born yet) 

it still thrives in the working class, on the outskirts. 
Maybe it's because the workers don't speak French or English, 
and only someone, poor guy, in the evening, in the cell, 
he worked hard to learn some Russian. 

Stop thinking about your rights, 

stop asking for power. 

A redeemed bourgeois must renounce all his rights, 
and banish from his soul, once and for all, 

the idea of power. All this is liberalism: leave it 

a Bob Kennedy. 

Masters are made by occupying factories 

not the universities: your flatterers (even communists) 
they don't tell you the banal truth: that you are new 
idealistic species of indigents like your fathers, 

like your fathers, again, children. 

Ecco, 

the Americans, your lovely peers, 

with their silly flowers, they are inventing themselves, 
them, a "new" revolutionary language! 

They make it up day by day! 

But you can't do it because there is already one in Europe: 


could you ignore it? 

Yes, you want to ignore it (with great satisfaction 
of the «Times» and «Tempo»). 

You ignore it by going, with the moralism of the deep provinces, 
"further to the left". Strange, 

abandoning the revolutionary language 

of the poor, old, Togliattian, official 

Communist Party, 

you have adopted a heretical variant 

but on the basis of the lowest jargon 

of sociologists without ideology (or of bureaucratic fathers). 
Thus speaking, 

ask everything in words, 

while, with the facts, you ask only this 

to which you are entitled (as good bourgeois children): 
a series of urgent reforms, 

the application of new pedagogical methods, 

and the renewal of a state body. 

Well done! Holy feelings! 

May the lucky stars of the bourgeoisie assist you! 
Intoxicated by the victory against the youngsters 
of the police forced by poverty to be servants, 
(and intoxicated by the interest of public opinion 
bourgeois with whom you behave like women 
not in love, who ignore and mistreat 

the rich suitor) 

put aside the only truly dangerous tool 

to fight against your fathers: 

that is, communism. 

I hope you understood it 

what to do with Puritanism 

it's a way to prevent yourself 

a true revolutionary action. 

But go instead, children, and attack Federations! 
Go invade Cellule! 

Go and occupy the offices 


of the Central Committee! Go, go 

to camp in Via delle Botteghe Oscure! 

If you want power, at least seize power 

of a Party that is however in opposition 

(even if battered, by the authority of gentlemen 

in modest double-breasted suits, bowling lovers, lithote lovers, 
bourgeois peers of your stupid fathers) 

and has as its theoretical objective the destruction of Power. 
In the meantime, let it decide to destroy 

what is bourgeois in itself, 

I doubt very much, even with your contribution, 

if, as I was saying, good breeding doesn't lie... 

In any case: the PCI for young people!! 

But, ouch, what am I suggesting? What am I there 
advising? What am I pushing you to do? 

I regret it, I regret it! 

I took the path that leads to the least evil, 

God damn me. Don't listen to me. 

Fire, fire, fire, 

blackmailed blackmailer, 

I was blowing the trumpets of common sense! 

I stopped just in time, 

saving together, 

fanatic dualism and ambiguity... 

But I have come to the brink of shame... 

(Oh God! that I should consider 

the possibility of waging the Civil War alongside you 
setting aside my old idea of Revolution?) 


March 1968 


Biographical note 


1922 
On 5 March Pier Paolo was born in Bologna, son of Carlo Alberto, infantry 
lieutenant, and Susanna Colussi, primary school teacher. 


1923-1937 
Frequent transfers by his father, a career officer, to Parma, Conegliano, 
Belluno, Casarsa, Idria, Cremona, Scandiano. 


1937 
Transfer to Bologna where Pier Paolo attended the Galvani classical high 
school. 


1939-1941] 

Studies at the University of Bologna. He follows Roberto Longhi's art 
history courses, becomes friends with Francesco Leonetti and Roberto 
Roversi and plans a literary magazine with them. He writes poetry in Italian 
and his first verses in Friulian. 


1942 

He publishes his first poetic collection in Friulian Poesie a Casarsa. His 
father is a prisoner in a camp in Kenya. Susanna, Pier Paolo and her 
younger brother Guido move to Casarsa. 


1943 

Intense literary, poetic and philological activity for the reclamation of 
Friulian as a language and for its poetic use detached from the vernacular 
world. He writes the first parts of the collection of Italian verses The 
Nightingale of the Catholic Church. 


1944 

Transfer from Casarsa, which the war transformed into a military objective, 
to a village in the countryside, Versuta, where Susanna and Pier Paolo lived 
until 1947. In October, their brother Guido joined the partisan formations 
located in the mountains of Carnia. 


1945 

Together with a group of friends he founded the Academiuta di lenga 
furlana. On 12 February Guido dies in an ambush set by Italian and 
Slovenian communist partisans who, following the aims of Marshal Tito, 
would like to annex part of Friuli to the nascent Yugoslav Federation. The 
sacrifice of Guido and his companions will help to foil the plan. In October 
Pier Paolo graduated from the University of Bologna with a thesis on 
Pascoli's poetry. He publishes the poetic collection in Italian Diarii. Return 
of the father. 


1947 

The Pasolini family settles back in Casarsa. Pier Paolo collaborates with 
newspapers published in Friuli and Veneto with literary articles and 
political interventions regarding the desired administrative autonomy of 
Friuli. He is an Italian teacher in a middle school. 


1948 

A member of the Italian Communist Party, he dedicated himself to militant 
activity. He writes Amado mio, a short autobiographical novel that will be 
released posthumously. 


1949 

On 22 October he was reported for corruption of minors and obscene acts in 
a public place. He loses his teaching job and is expelled from the 
Communist Party. 


1950 


On January 28th he moved with his mother to Rome, where years of 
uncertainty, sacrifices and financial difficulties await them. He begins to 
write the first notes of the novel Ragazzi di vita. He writes the poetic 
collection Roma 1950 — Diario which will be published in 1960. Friendship 
with the poet Sandro Penna. 


1951 
He meets Sergio Citti, his "living lexicon", who will help him in writing the 
dialect dialogues of Ragazzi di vita. 


1952 
Publishes the anthology of twentieth-century dialect poetry. He becomes 
friends with Giorgio Caproni and Attilio Bertolucci. 


1953 
He publishes the collection of verses in Friulian Tal cour di un frut (In the 
heart of a child). He collaborates with several magazines. 


1954 

First works in the cinematographic field, with collaborations on subjects 
and screenplays. He writes stories about the Roman environment. The 
poetic collection in Friulian The best youth is released. 


1955 

Publish Ragazzi di vita. Scandal and trial for obscenity. He founded the 
magazine «Officina» with his Bolognese friends Leonetti and Roversi. He 
publishes Canzoniere italiano. Anthology of popular poetry. Friendship 
with Elsa Morante and Alberto Moravia. 


1956 
He writes numerous "civil" poems. 


1957 
He publishes the collection of poems Le ceneri di Gramsci, which wins the 
Viareggio Prize. 


1958 
Publishes The Nightingale of the Catholic Church. Death of the father. 


1959 
The new novel with a Roman setting, A Violent Life, is out. Another 
scandal and new trial for obscenity. 


1960 
He publishes the volume of essays Passion and ideology. He collaborates on 
numerous film scripts with director Mauro Bolognini and others. 


1961 

Trip to India together with Alberto Moravia. First trip to Africa. His first 
film Accattone is released. He publishes the poetic collection The religion 
of my time. On November 18th he was incredibly reported for armed 
robbery in San Felice Circeo in the province of Latina. Convicted in the 
first trial, he will be acquitted in the appeal process. 


1962 

Trip to Egypt and equatorial Africa. He publishes the Friulian novel The 
Dream of a Thing. He presents his second film Mamma Roma at the Venice 
Film Festival. You shoot the short film La ricotta. 


1963 
Other trips to Africa. 


1964 
Publishes Poetry in the form of a rose. In Venice, his third film, The Gospel 
according to Matthew, obtained the Special Jury Prize. 


1965 
Film the film Birds and Birds. You publish the volume of short stories 
Wings with blue eyes. 


1966 
Hospitalized for a stomach ulcer, during his convalescence he sketched 
numerous theatrical works. 


1967 
The film Oedipus Rex is released. He attends to the writing of tragedies. 


1968 

He publishes the novel Teorema and presents the film of the same name in 
Venice. He began shooting the film Porcile, which was finished and 
presented in Venice the following year. He stages the first of his tragedies, 
Orgia, in Turin. 


1969 
Trips to the Third World and the United States. He makes the film Medea 
with Maria Callas. 


1970 
Film the film The Decameron. 


1971 
Publication of the poetic collection Trasumanar and organiser. 


1972 
He publishes the collection of essays Empirismo eretiche. He begins to 
write the novel Petrolio. He makes the film The Canterbury Tales. 


1973 

He published numerous polemical articles, which would form the two 
volumes Scritti corsari and Lettere luterane. He made the film The Flower 
of the Arabian Nights. He publishes the tragedy Calderon and writes 
Affabulation. He prepares the screenplay for his next film, which will not 
be made, Porno-teo-kolossal. 


1975 

He made the film Salo or the One Hundred and Twenty Days of Sodom. He 
publishes Scritti corsari and the remake of the Friulian poems The new 
youth. He delivers the text of Divina Mimesis to the publisher Einaudi, 
which will be published posthumously. On the night between November Ist 
and 2nd, a seventeen-year-old young man was murdered in Ostia by Pino 
Pelosi. 
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